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CHAPTER XXVIL 


MINE AND COUNTERMINE, 


on the nature of the telegram 
was which had produced such an 
effect on the feelings and plans of Mr. 
William Murray Bradshaw nobody es- 
pecially interested knew but himself. 
We may conjecture that it announced 
Some fact, which had leaked out a little 
prematurely, relating to the issue of the 
great land-case in which the firm was 
interested. However that might be, 
Mr. Bradshaw no sooner heard that 
Myrtle had suddenly left the city for 
Oxbow Village, — for what reason he 
puzzled himself to guess, — than he de- 
termined to follow her at once, and take 
up the conversation he had begun at 
the party where it left off. And as the 
young poet had received his quietus for 
the present at the publisher’s, and as 
Master Gridley had nothing specially 
to detain they too returned at 
about the same time, and our old ac- 
quaintances were once more together 
within the familiar precincts where we 
have been accustomed to see them. 
Master Gridley did not like playing 
the part of a spy, but it must be remem- 


him, 


bered that he was an old college officer, 
and had something of the detective’s 
sagacity, and a certain cunning derived 
from the habit of keeping an eye on 
mischievous students. If any under- 
hand contrivance was at work, involv- 
ing the welfare of any one in whom he 
was interested, he was a dangerous per- 
son for the plotters, for he had plenty 
of time to attend to them, and would be 
apt to take a kind of pleasure in match- 
ing his wits against another crafty per- 
son’s,— such a one, for instance, as 
Mr. Macchiavelli Bradshaw. 

Perhaps he caught some words of 
that gentleman’s conversation at the 
party; at any rate, he could not fail to 
observe his manner. When he found 
that the young man had followed Myr- 
tle back to the village, he suspected 
something more than a coincidence. 
When he learned that he was assidu- 
ously visiting The Poplars, and that he 
was in close communication with Miss 
Cynthia Badlam, he felt sure that he 
was pressing the siege of Myrtle’s heart. 
But that there was some difficulty in 
the way was equally clear to him, for 
he ascertained, through channels which 
the attentive reader will soon have 
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means of conjecturing, that Myrtle had 
seen him but once in the week follow- 
ing his return, and that in the presence 
of her dragons. She had various ex- 
when he called, — headaches, 
perhaps, among the rest, as these are 
staple articles on such occasions. But 
Master Gridley knew his man too well 
to think that slight obstacles would 
prevent his going forward to effect his 
purpose. 

“T think he will get her, if he holds 
on,” the old man said to himself, “and 
he won’t let go in a hurry. If there 
were any real love about it — but surely 


cuses 


he is incapable of such a human weak- 
What does 
all this sudden concentration upon the 
girl mean ? 


ness as the tender passion. 


He knows something about 
her that we don’t know, — that must be 
it. What did he hide that paper for a 
year ago and more? Could that have 
anything to do with his pursuit of Myr- 
tle Hazard to-day ?” 

Master Gridley paused as he asked 
this question of himself, for a luminous 
idea had struck him. Consulting daily 
with Cynthia Badlam, was he? Could 
there be a conspiracy between these 
two persons to conceal some important 
fact, or to keep something back until it 
would be for their common interest to 
have it made known? 

Now Mistress Kitty Fagan was de- 
voted, heart and soul, to Myrtle Hazard, 
and ever since she had received the 
young girl from Mr. Gridley’s hands, 
when he brought her back safe and 
sound after her memorable adventure, 
had considered him as Myrtle’s best 
friend and natural These 
simple creatures, whose thoughts are 
not taken up, like those of educated 
people, with the care of a great museum 
of dead phrases, are very quick to see 
the live facts which are going on about 
them. 


protector. 


Mr. Gridley had met her, more 
or less accidentally, several times of 
late, and inquired very particularly 
about Myrtle, and how she got along at 
the house since her return, and whether 
she was getting over her headaches, 
and how they treated her in the family. 

“ Bliss your heart, Mr. Gridley,” Kit- 


The Guardian Angel. 


[October, 


ty said to him, on one of these occa- 
sions, “it ’s ahltogither changed intire- 
ly. Sure Miss Myrtle does jist ivery- 
thin’ she likes, an’ Miss Withers niver 
middles with her at ahl, excip’ jist to 
roll up her eyes an’ look as if she was 
the hid-moorner at a funeril whiniver 
Miss Myrtle says she wants to do this 
or that, or to go here or there. It’s 
Miss Badlam that ’s ahlwiz after her, 
an’ a-watchin’ her,—she thinks she’s 
cunnin’er than a cat, but there ’s other 
folks that ’s got eyes an’ ears as good 
It’s that Mr. Bridshaw that’s 
a puttin’ his head together with Miss 
Badlam for somethin’ or other, 


as hers. 


an’ I 
don’t believe there ’s no good in it, — 
for what does the fox an’ the cat bea 
whisperin’ about, as if they was thaves 
an’ incind’ries, if there ain’t no mischief 
hatchin’ ?” 

“ Why, Kitty,” he said, “ what mis- 
chief do you think is going on, and who 
is to be harmed ?” 

“O Mr. Gridley,” she answered, “ if 
there ain’t somebody to be chated 
somehow, then I don’ know an honest 
man and woman from two rogues. An’ 
have n’t I heard Miss Myrtle’s name 
whispered as if there was somethin’ 
goin’ on agin’ her, an’ they was afraid 
the tahk would go out through the 
doors, an’ up through the chimbley? 
I don’t want to tell no tales, Mr. Grid- 
ley, nor to hurt no honest body, for 
I’m a poor woman, Mr. Gridley; but 
I comes of dacent folks, an’ 
my repitation an’ 


I vallies 
character as much 
as if I was dressed in silks and sat- 
ins instead of this mane old gown, sav- 
in’ your presence, which is the best 
I ’ve got, an’ niver a dollar to buy an- 
other. But if iver I hears a word, Mr. 
Gridley, that manes any kind of a mis- 
chief to Miss Myrtle, — the Lard bliss 
her soul an’ keep ahl the divils away 
from her !—I’ll be runnin’ straight down 
here to tell ye ahl about it, —be right 
sure o’ that, Mr. Gridley.” 

“Nothing must happen to Myrtle,” 
he said, “ that we can help. If you see 
anything more that looks wrong, you 
had better come down here at. once, 
and let me know, as you say you will. 
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At once, you understand. And, Kitty, 
I am a little particular about the dress 
of people who come to see me, so that 
if you would just take the trouble to 
get you a tidy pattern of gingham or 
calico, or whatever you like of that 
sort for a gown, you would please me ; 
and perhaps this little trifle will be a 
convenience to you when you come to 
pay for it.” 

Kitty thanked him with all the na- 
tional accompaninients, and trotted off 
to the store, where Mr. Gifted Hop- 
kins displayed the native amiability of 
his temper by tumbling down every- 
thing in the shape of ginghams and 
calicos they had on the shelves, with- 
out a murmur at the taste of his cus- 
tomer, who found it hard to get a pat- 
tern sufficiently emphatic for her taste. 
She succeeded at last, and laid down a 
five-dollar bill as if she were as used to 
the pleasing figure on its face as to the 
sight of her own five digits. 

Master Byles Gridley had struck a 
spade deeper than he knew into his 
first countermine, for Kitty had none 
of those delicate scruples about the 
means of obtaining information which 
might have embarrassed a diplomatist 
of higher degree. 


CHAPTER XXVIIL 


MR, BRADSHAW CALLS ON MISS BADLAM, 


“Is Miss Hazard in, Kitty ?” 

“ Indade she’s in, Mr. Bridshaw, but 
she won’t see nobody.” 

“ What’s the meaning of that, Kitty? 
Here is third within three 
days you’ve told me I couldn’t see 


her. 


the time 
She saw Mr. Gridley yesterday, 
I know; why won’t she see me to- 
day?” 


‘Y’ must asl 


ask Miss Myrtle what the 
’s none o’ my business, 


Bridshaw. 


rason is, — it 
Mr. 


give me. 


That’s the order she 


“Is Miss Badlam in?” 

“ Indade she’s in, Mr. Bridshaw, an’ 
I ‘ll go cahl her.” 

“ Bedad,” said Kitty Fagan to her- 
self, “the cat an’ the fox is goin’ to 
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have another o’ thim big tahks togither, 
an’ sure the old hole for the stove-pipe 
has niver been stopped up yet.” 

Mr. Bradshaw and Miss Cynthia 
went into the parlor together, and Mis- 
Kitty retired to her kitchen. 
There was a deep closet belonging to 
this apartment, separated by a partition 
from the parlor. 


tress 


There was a round 
hole high up in this partition through 
which a stove-pipe had once passed. 
Mistress Kitty placed a stool just un- 
der this opening, upon which, as on a 
pedestal, she posed herself with great 
precaution in the attitude of the god- 
dess of other people’s secrets, that is to 
say, with her head a little on one side, 
so as to bring her liveliest ear close to 
the opening. The conversation which 
took place in the hearing of the invisi- 
ble third party began in a singularly 
free-and-easy manner on Mr. Brad- 
shaw’s part. 

“What the d is the reason 
see Myrtle, Cynthia ?” 

“That’s more than I can tell you, 
Mr. Bradshaw. I can watch her go- 
ings on, but I can’t account for her 
tantrums.” 

“You say she has had some of her 
old nervous whims, —has the doctor 
been to see her?” 

“No indeed. She has kept to her- 
self a good deal, but I don’t think 
there ’s anything in particular the mat- 
ter with her. 


I can’ 


She looks well enough, 
only she seems a little queer, —as 
girls do that have taken a fancy into 
their heads that they’re in love, you 
know,— absent-minded, —does n’t seem 
to be interested in things as you would 
expect after being away so long.” 

Mr. Bradshaw looked as if this did 
not please him particularly. If he was 
the object of her thoughts she would 
not avoid him, surely. 

“Have you kept your eye on her 
steadily ?” 

“TI don’t believe there is an hour we 
can’t account for, — Kitty and I be- 
tween us.” 

“ Are you sure you can depend on 
Kitty ?” 


[ Depind on Kitty, is it? O, an’ to 
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be sure ye can depind on Kitty to kape 
watch at the stove-pipe hole, an’ to tell 
all y’r plottin’s an’ contrivin’s to them 
that ll get the cheese out 0’ y’r mouse- 
trap for ye before ye catch any poor 
cratur in it.” This was the inaudible 
comment of the unseen third party.] 

“Of course I can depend on her as 
far as I trust her. All she knows is 
that she must look out for the girl to 
see that she does not run away or do 
herself a mischief. The Biddies don’t 
know much, but they know enough to 
keep a watch on the—” 

“Chickens.” Mr. Bradshaw play- 
fully finished the sentence for Miss 
Cynthia. 

[“ An’ on the foxes, an’ the cats, an’ 
the wazels, and the hen-hahks, an’ ahl 
the other bastes,” added the invisible 
witness, in unheard soliloquy. ] 

“T ain’t sure whether she’s quite as 
stupid as she looks,” 
cious young lawyer. 


said the suspi- 
“There ’s a little 
cunning twinkle in her eye sometimes 
that makes me think she might be up 
to a trick on occasion. Does she ever 
listen about to hear what people are 
saying?” 

“Don’t trouble yourself about Kitty 
Fagan, for pity’s sake, Mr. Bradshaw. 
The Biddies are all alike, and they’re 
all as stupid as owls, except when you 
tell em just what to do, and how to do 
it. A pack of priest-ridden fools !” 

The hot Celtic blood in Kitty Fagan’s 
heart gave a leap. The stout muscles 
gave an involuntary jerk. The sub- 
stantial frame felt the thrill all through, 
and the rickety stool on which she was 
standing creaked sharply under its bur- 
den. 

Murray Bradshaw started. He got 
up and opened softly all the doors lead- 
ing from the room, one after another, 
and looked out. 

“] thought I heard a noise as if some- 
body was moving, Cynthia. It’s just 
as well to keep our own matters to our- 
selves.” 

“ If you wait till this old house keeps 
still, Mr. Bradshaw, you might as well 
wait till the river has run by. It’s as 
full of rats and mice as an old cheese is 
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[ October, 


of mites. There’s a hundred old rats 
in this house, and that’s what 
hear.” 

[“* An’ one old cat; that’s what / 
hear.” Third party.] 

“T told you, Cynthia, I must be off 
on this business to-morrow. 


you 


I want to 
know that everything is safe before I 
go. And, besides, I have got something 
to say to you that’s important, — very 
important, mind you.” 

He got up once more and opened 
every door softly and looked out. He 
fixed his eye suspiciously on a large 
sofa at the other side of the room, and 
went, looking half ashamed of his ex- 
treme precaution, and peeped under it, 
to see if there was any one hidden there 
to listen. Then he came back and drew 
his chair close up to the table at which 
Miss Badlam had seated herself. The 
conversation which followed was in a 
low tone, and a portion of it must be 
given in another place in the words of 
the third party. The beginning of it 
we are able to supply in this connec- 
tion. 

“ Look here, Cynthia ; you know what 
I am going for. It’s all right, I feel 
sure, for I have had private means of 
finding out. It’s a sure thing; but I 
must go once more to see that the other 
ellows don’t try any trick onus. You 
understand what is for my advantage is 
for yours, and, if I go wrong, you go 
overboard with me. Now I must leave 
the — you know —behind me. I can’t 
leave it in the house or the office: they 
might burn up. I won’t have it about 
me when I am travelling. Draw your 
chair a little more this way. Now 
listen.” 

[“ Indade I will,” said the third party 
to herself. The reader will find out in 
due time whether she listened to any 
purpose or not.] 


In the mean time Myrtle, who for 
some reason was rather nervous and 
restless, had found a pair of half-fin- 
ished slippers which she had left behind 
her. The color came into her cheeks 
when she remembered the state of 
mind she was in when she was working 
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on them for the Rev. Mr. Stoker. She 
recollected Master Gridley’s mistake 
about their destination, and determined 
to follow the hint he had given. It 
would please him better if she sent 
them to good Father Pemberton, she 
felt sure, than if he should get them 
himself. So she enlarged them some- 
what, (for the old man did not pinch his 
feet, as the younger clergyman was in 
the habit of doing, and was, besides, of 
portly dimensions, as the old ortho- 
dox three-deckers were apt to be,) and 
worked E. P. very handsomely into the 
pattern, and sent them to him with her 
love and respect, to his great delight; 
for old ministers do not have quite so 
many tokens of affection from fair hands 
as younger ones. 

What made Myrtle nervous and rest- 
less? Why had she quitted the city 
so abruptly, and fled to her old home, 
leaving all the gayeties behind her which 
had so attracted and dazzled her ? 

She had not betrayed herself at the 
third meeting with the young man who 
stood in such an extraordinary relation 
to her,— who had actually given her 
life from 
she met 


his own breath,—as when 
him for the second time. 
Whether his introduction to her at the 
party, just at the instant when Mur- 
ray Bradshaw was about to make a 
declaration, saved her from being in 
another moment the promised bride of 
that young gentleman, or not, we will 
not be so rash as to say. It looked, 
certainly, as if he was in a fair way to 
carry his point ; but perhaps she would 
have hesitated, or shrunk back, when 
the great question came to stare her in 
the face. 

She was excited, at any rate, by the 
conversation, so that, when Clement was 
presented to her, her thoughts could 
at once be all called away from 
her other admirer, and she was saved 
from all 


not 


danger of that sudden dis- 
turbance which had followed their sec- 
ond meeting. Whatever impression he 
made upon her developed itself gradu- 
ally, — still, she felt strangely drawn 
towards him. It was not simply in his 
good looks, in his good manners, in his 
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conversation, that she found this attrac- 
tion, but there was a singular fascina- 
tion which she felt might be dangerous 
to her peace, without explaining it to her- 
self in words. She could hardly be in 
love with this young artist; she knew 
that his affections were plighted to an- 
other, —a fact which keeps most young 
women from indulging unruly fancies ; 
yet her mind was possessed by his im- 
age to such an extent that it left little 
room for that of Mr. William Murray 
Bradshaw. 

Myrtle Hazard had been just ready to 
enter on a career of worldly vanity and 
ambition. It is hard to blame her, for 
we know how she came by the tenden- 
cy. She had every quality, too, which 
fitted her to shine in the gay world; and 
the general law is, that those who have 
the power have the instinct to use it. 
We do not suppose that the bracelet 
on her arm was an amulet, but it was a 
symbol. It reminded her of her de- 
scent ; it kept alive the desire to live 
over the joys and excitements of a by- 
gone generation. If she had accepted 
Murray Bradshaw, she would have 
pledged herself to a worldly life. If 
she had refused him, it would perhaps 
have given her a taste of power that 
might have turned her into a coquette. 
This new impression saved her for the 
time. She had come back to her nest 
in the village like a frightened bird ; 
her heart was throbbing, her nerves 
were thrilling, her dreams were agi- 
tated; she wanted to be quiet, and 
could not listen to the flatteries or 
entreaties of her old lover. 

It was a strong will and a subtle in- 
tellect that had arrayed their force and 
skill against the ill-defended citadel of 
Myrtle’s heart. Murray Bradshaw was 
perfectly determined, and not to be 
kept back by any trivial hindrances, 
such as her present unwillingness to 
accept him, or even her repugnance to 
him, if a freak. of the moment had car- 
ried her so far. It was a settled thing: 
Myrtle Hazard must become Mrs. Brad- 
shaw ; and nobody could deny that, if he 
gave her his name, they had a chance, 
at least, for a brilliant future. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 
MISTRESS KITTY FAGAN CALLS ON MASTER 
BYLES GRIDLEY. 


“I’p like to go down to the store 
this marnin’, Miss Withers, plase. 
Sure I ’ve niver a shoe to my fut, only 
jist these two that I ’ve got on, an’ 

ne other pair, and thim is so full of 
holes that whin I ’m standin’ in ’em 
I ’m outside of ’em intirely.” 

“You can go, Kitty,” 
answered, funereally. 

Thereupon Kitty Fagan proceeded 
to array herself in her most tidy ap- 
parel, including a pair of shoes not 
exactly 


Miss Silence 


answering to her description, 
out straight for the house of 
the Widow Hopkins. Arrived at that 
respectable mansion, she inquired for 
Mr. y, and that 
he was at home. Had a message for 


and set 


Gridle was informed 





him,—could she see him in his 
study? She could if she would wait 


a little while. Mr. Gridley was busy 
just at this minute. Sit down, Kitty, 
nd warm yourself at cooking- 


stove. 


the 


Mistress Kitty accepted Mrs. Hop- 
kins’s hospitable offer, and presently 
began orienting herself, and getting 
ready to make herself agreeable. The 
kind-hearted Mrs. Hopkins had gath- 
ered about her several other pensioners 
besides two little 
people, it may be here mentioned, were 
just taking a morning airing in charge 
of Susan Posey, who strolled along in 
company with Gifted Hopkins on his 
way to “the store.” 


the twins. These 


Mistress Kitty soon began the con- 
versational blandishments so natural to 
“It’s a little 
blarney that ‘ll jist suit th’ old lady,” 
herself, 


her good-humored race. 


as she made her 
first conciliatory advance. 

“ An’ sure an’ its a beautifu 
you ’ve got there, Mrs. Hopkins. 


she said to 





kitten 
An’ 
I ‘ll be 
Does n’t she look as if she ’d 
clane the out o’ them 
bastes, — bad luck to ’em!” 


it’s a splindid mouser she is, 
bound. 


house little 





Mrs. Hopkins looked benignantly up- 
on the more than middle-aged tabby, 
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[ October, 


if she had never known 
an enemy, and turned smiling to Mis- 
tress Kitty. “Why, bless your heart, 
Kitty, our old puss would n’t know a 


slumbering as 


mouse by sight, if you showed her one. 
If I was a mouse, I ’d 
a nest in one of that 


anywhere else. 


as lieves have 
old cat’s ears as 
You could n’t find a 
safer place for one.” 

“ Indade, an’ to be sure she’s too big 
be after 
wastin’ her time on them little bastes. 


an’ too handsome a pussy to 


It ’s that little tarrier dog of yours, Mrs. 
Hopkins, that will be after worryin’ the 
mice 

1] warrant. 


an’ the rats, an’ the thaves too, 
Is n’t he a fust-rate-look- 
in’ watch-dog, an’ 

Mrs. Hopkins 


I 
short-legged 


a rig’lar rat-hound ?” 

looked at the little 
and short-winded animal 
of miscellaneous extraction with an ex- 
affection, 


and 


of contempt 
led about half and half. 
If they wanted to s/e 
worry 


pression 
ming 
; 


"em! 


“Worry 
*, 1 rath- 
’em! If 
barkin’ would do their job for ’em, 
nary a mouse nor rat would board free 
gratis in my house as they do now. 
Noisy little 


er guess he would 


le good-for-nothing tike, — 
ain’t you, Fret ?” 
Mistress Kitty was put back a little 
There was 
another chance, however, to make her 
point, which she presently availed her- 


enal failures. 


er 
by two such si 


self of, — feeling pretty sure this time 
that she should effect a lodgement. 
Mrs. Hopkins’s parrot had been ob- 
serving Kitty, first with one eye and 


then with the other, evidently prepar- 
ing to make a remark, but awkward 
with a stranger. “ That’s a beautiful 
par’t y’ve got there,” Kitty said, buoy- 
ant with the certainty that she was on 
this time; “and tahks 
like a book, I ‘ll be bound. Poll! Poll! 


Poor Poll! 


safe ground 


She put for 


rth her hand to caress the 
intelligent and 


affable _ bird, 


responding as 


which, 
instead of 


“ 


expected, 
squawked,” 
has it, 
from 


as our phonetic language 
beak imitated 
instrument of 
made a shrewd 
nip at Kitty’s forefinger. She drew it 
back with a jerk. 


and, opening a 
a toot -drawing 


the good old days, 
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“ An’ is that the way your par’t tahks, 
Mrs. Hopkins ?” 

“Talks, bless you, Kitty! why, that 
parrot has n’t said a ward this ten year. 
He used to say Poor Poll! when we first 
had him, but he found it was easier to 
squawk, and that ’s all he ever does 
now-a-days, — except bite once in a 
while.” 

“Well, an’ to be sure,” Kitty an- 
swered, radiant as she rose from her 
defeats, “if you ’ll kape a cat that does 
n’t know a mouse when she sees it, an’ 
a dog that only barks for his livin’, and 
a par’t that only squawks an’ bites an’ 
niver spakes a word, ye must be the 
that 
bliss ye, if ye was only a good Catholic, 
the Holy Father ’d make a saint of ye 
in less than no time.” 


best-hearted woman ’s alive, an’ 


So Mistress Kitty Fagan got in her 
bit of Celtic flattery, in spite of her 
three successive discomfitures. 

“ You may come up now, Kitty,” said 
Mr. Gridley, over the stairs. He had 
just finished and sealed a letter. 

“Well, Kitty, how are things going 
on up at The Poplars? And how does 
our young lady seem to be of late ?” 

“Whisht! whisht! your honor.” 

Mr. Bradshaw’s lessons had not been 
thrown away on his attentive listener. 
She opened every door in the room, 
“by your She 
looked all over the see if 
there old stove-pipe hole 
or other avenue to eye orear. Then 
she went, in her excess of caution, to 

She saw nothing note- 

Mr. Gifted Hopkins and 
the charge he convoyed, large and 
small, in the distance. The whole liv- 
ing fleet was stationary for the moment, 


she said. 
walls to 


lave,” as 


Was any 


the window. 


worthy except 


he leaning on the fence with his cheek 
on his hand, in one of the attitudes of 
the late Lord Byron; she, very near 
him, listening, apparently, in the pose 
of Mignon aspirant au ciel, as ren- 
dered by Carlo Dolce Scheffer. 

Kitty came back, apparently satisfied, 
and stood close to Mr. Gridley, who 
told her to sit 
first making a catch at her apron to 
dust the chair with, and then remem- 


down, which she did, 
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bering that she had left that part of 
her costume at home. — Automatic 
movements, curious. 

Mistress Kitty began telling in an 
undertone of the meeting between Mr. 
Bradshaw and Miss Badlam, and of the 
arrangements she made for herself as 
the reporter of the occasion. She then 
repeated to him, in her own way, that 
part of the conversation which has 
been already laid before the reader. 
There is no need of going over the 
whole of this again in Kitty’s version, 
but we may fit what followed into the 
joints of what has been already told. 

“He cahled her Cynthy, d’ ye see, 
Mr. Gridley, an’ tahked to her jist as 
asy as if they was two rogues, and she 
knowed it as well as he did. An’ so, 
says he, I’m goin’ away, says he, an’ 
I’m goin to be gahn siveral days, or 
perhaps longer, says he, an’ you ’d bet- 
ter kape it, says he.” 

“Keep what, Kitty? What was it 
he wanted her to keep?” said Mr. 
Gridley, who no longer doubted that he 
was on the trail of a plot, and meant to 
follow it. He was getting impatient 
with the “says he’s” with which Kitty 
double-leaded her discourse. 

“ An’ to be sure ain’t I tellin’ you, Mr. 
Gridley, jist as fast as my breath will 
let me? An’ so, says he, you’d bet- 
ter kape it, says he, mixed up with your 
other paiipers, says he,” (Mr. Gridley 
started,) “an’ thin we can find it in the 
garret, says he, whinever we want it, 
says he. An’ if it ahl goes right out 
there, says he, it won’t be lahng before 
we shall want to find it, says he. And 
I can dipind on you, says he, for we ’re 
both in the same boat, says he, an’ you 
knows what I knows, says he, an’ I 
knows what you knows, says he. And 
thin he taks a stack o’ papers out of his 
pocket, an’ he pulls out one of ’em, an’ 
he says to her, says he, that ’s the 
paper, says he, an’ if you die, says he, 
niver lose sight of that day or night, 
says he, for its life an’ dith to both of 
us, says he. An’ then he asks her if 
she has n’t got one o’ them paapers — 
what is ’t they cahls ’em ? — divilops, 
or some sich kind of a name — that 
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they wraps up their letters in; an’ she 
says no, she has n’t got none that’s 
big enough to hold it. So he says, give 
me a shate 0’ padper says he. An’ 
thin he takes the paiper that she give 
him, an’ he folds it up like one o’ them 
— divilops, if that ’s the name of ’em; 
and then he pulls a stick o’ salin’-wax 
out of his pocket, an’ a stamp, an’ he 
takes the paiper an’ puts it into th’ 
other paiaper, along with the rest of the 
paapers, an’ thin he folds th’ other paaper 
over the paiipers, and thin he lights a 
candle, an’ he milts the salin’-wax, and 
he sales up the paiper that was outside 
th’ other paapers, an’ he writes on the 
back of the paiiper, and thin he hands 
it to Miss Badlam.” 

“Did you see the paper that he 
showed her before he fastened it up 
with the others, Kitty?” 

“T did see it, indade, Mr. Gridley, 
and it’s the truth I ’m tellin’ ye.” 

“ Did you happen to notice anything 
about it, Kitty.” 

“I did, indade, Mr. Gridley. It was 
a longish kind of a paidper, and there 
was some blotches of ink on the back 
of it,—an’ they looked like a face 
without any mouth, for, says I, there ’s 
two spots for the eyes, says I, and 
there ’s a spot for the nose, says I, and 
there ’’s niver a spot for the mouth, 
says I.” 

This was the substance of what 
Master Byles Gridley got out of Kitty 
Fagan. It was enough, — yes, it was 
too much. There was some deep-laid 
plot between Murray Bradshaw and 
Cynthia Badlam, involving the inter- 
ests of some of the persons connected 
with the late Malachi Withers ; for that 
the paper described by Kitty was the 
same that he had seen the young man 
conceal in the Corpus Furis Civilis, it 
was impossible to doubt. If it had 
been a single spot on the back of it, 
or two, he might have doubted. But 
three large spots — “blotches ” she had 
called them, disposed thus *,* — would 
not have happened to be on two differ- 
ent papers, in all human probability. 

After grave consultation of all his 
mental faculties in committee of the 
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whole, he arrived at the following con- 
clusion,—that Miss Cynthia Badlam 
was the depositary of a secret involv- 
ing interests which he felt it his busi- 
ness to defend, and of a document 
which was fraudulently withheld and 
meant to be used for some unfair pur- 
pose. And most assuredly, Master 
Gridley said to himself, he held a mas- 
ter-key, which, just so certainly as he 
could make up his mind to use it, would 
open any secret in the keeping of Miss 
Cynthia Badlam. 

He proceeded, therefore, without de- 
lay, to get ready for a visit to that lady, 
at The Poplars. He meant to go thor- 
oughly armed, for he was a very provi- 
dent old gentleman. His weapons were 
not exactly of the kind which a house- 
breaker would provide himself with, 
but of a somewhat peculiar nature. 

Weapon number one was a slip of 
paper with a date and a few words 
written uponit. “I think this will fetch 
the document,” he said to himself, “ if 
it comes to the worst.— Not if I can 
help it, — not if I can help it. But if I 
cannot get at the heart of this thing 
otherwise, why, I must come to this. 
Poor woman ! — Poor woman ! ” 

Weapon number two was a small 
phial containing spirits of hartshorn, 
sal volatile, very strong, that would stab 
through the nostrils, like a stiletto, deep 
into the gray kernels that lie in the core 
of the brain. Excellent in cases of sud- 
den syncope or fainting, such as some- 
times require the opening of windows, 
the dashing on of cold water, the cut- 
ting of stays, perhaps, with a scene of 
more or less tumultuous perturbation 
and afflux of clamorous womanhood. 

So armed, Byles Gridley, A. M., 
champion of unprotected innocence, 
grasped his ivory-handled cane and sal- 
lied forth on his way to The Poplars. 

CHAPTER XXX. 
MASTER BYLES GRIDLEY CALLS ON MISS 
CYNTHIA BADLAM. 


Miss CYNTHIA BADLAM was seated 
in a small parlor which she was accus- 





1867. | 


tomed to consider her own during her 
The 
it but imperfectly, 


long residences at The Poplars. 
entry stove warmed 
and she looked pinched and cold, for the 
evenings were still pretty sharp, and the 
old house let in the chill blasts, as old 
houses are in the habit of doing. She 
was sitting at her table with a little 
trunk open before her. She had taken 
some papers from it, which she was 
looking over, when a knock at her door 
announced a visitor, and Master Byles 
Gridley entered the parlor. 

As he came into the room, she gath- 


ered the papers together and replaced 


them in the trunk, which she locked, 


throwing an unfinished piece of needle- 
work the key in her 
pocket, and 
Something of all this Mas- 


over it, putting 
gathering herself up for 
company. 


ter Gridley round 


and 


saw through his 


spectacles, but seemed not to see, 
took his seat like a visitor making a 
call of poli 

A visitor at such an 


1€Ss. 
hour, of the 
male sex, without special provocation, 


without social pretext, event 
in the life of the desdlate spinster. 
Could it be- No, it could not — and 
Cynthia threw 
but 
her 


Was an 


yet — and yet! Miss 
back the rather 
comfortable shawl which covered 
shoulders, and showed her quite pre- 


arrayed with a still 


common-looking 


sentable figure, 
lingering thought of that remote con- 
tingency which might yet offer itself at 
some unexpected moment ; she adjust- 
ed the which 
was not 


vanza pattern, and as she obeyed these 


carefully plaited cap, 
yet of the /asciate ognt Spe- 
instincts of her sex, she smiled a wel- 
come to the respectable, learned, and 
independent Mr. Gridley 
had a frosty but kindly age before him, 


bac helor. 


with a score or so of years to run, 
which it was after all not strange to 
fancy might be rendered more cheerful 
by the companionship of a well-con- 
served and amiably disposed woman, — 
if any such should happen to fall in his 
way. 

That smile came very near discon- 
certing the plot of Master Byles Grid- 


ley. He had come on an inquisitor’s 
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errand, his heart secure, as he thought, 
against all blandishments, will 
steeled to break down all resistance. 
He had come armed with an instrument 
of torture worse than the thumb-screw, 
worse than the pulleys which attempt 
the miracle of adding a cubit to the 
stature, worse than the brazier of live 
coals brought close to the naked soles 
of the feet, 
stead of trifling with the nerves, would 
clutch all 


his 


—an instrument which, in- 


the 
heart itself in its gripe, and hold them 


the nerve-cezfres and 
until it got its answer, if the white lips 
And 
here was this unfortunate maiden lady 
smiling at him, setting her limited at- 
tractions in their best light, pleading 


had life enough left to shape one. 


with him in that natural language which 
makes any contumacious bachelor feel 
as guilty as Cain before any single wo- 
man. If Mr. Gridley had been alone, 
he would have taken a good sniff at his 
own bottle of sa/ volatile; for his kind 
heart sunk within him as he thought of 
the errand upon which he had come. 
It would not do to leave the subject of 
his vivisection under any illusion as to 
the nature of his designs. 

Badlam,” he 
said, “I have come to visit you on a 
matter of business.” 

What the internal panorama 
which had unrolled itself at the instant 
of his entrance, and which rolled up as 
suddenly at the sound of 


“Good evening, Miss 


was 


his serious 
voice and the look of his grave fea- 
tures? It cannot be reproduced, though 
pages were given to it ; for some of the 
pictures were near, and some were dis- 
tant ; some were clearly seen, and some 
were only hinted; some were not rec- 
ognized in the intellect at all, and yet 
they were implied, as it were, behind 
the others. 
found ourselves glad or sorry, and yet 
we could not tell what thought it was 
that reflected the sunbeam or cast the 
shadow. Look into Cynthia’s sudden- 
ly exalted consciousness and see the 
picture, actual and potential, unroll it- 
self in all its details of the natural, the 
ridiculous, the selfish, the pitiful, the 
human. Glimpses, hints, echoes, sug- 


Many times we have all 
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gestions, involving tender sentiments 
hitherto unknown, we may suppose, to 
that unclaimed sister’s breast, — pleas- 
ant excitement of receiving congratu- 
lations from suddenly cordial friends ; 
the fussy delights of buying furniture 
and shopping for new dresses, — (it 
seemed as hear herself 
saying, “ Heavy silks, — dest goods, if 


if she could 


you please,”’)— with delectable thump- 
ing down of flat-sided pieces of cal- 
ico, cambric, “rep,” and other stuffs, 
and rhythmic evolution of measured 
yards, followed by sharp snip of scis- 
sors, and that cry of rending tissues 
dearer to woman’s ear than any earthly 
sound until she hears the voice of her 
own first-born,— (much of this poten- 
tially, remember,) — thoughts of a com- 
fortable settlement, an imposing social 
condition, a cheerful household, and by 
and by an Indian summer of serene 
widowhood, —all these, and infinite 
other involved possibilities had mapped 
themselves in one long swift flash be- 
fore Cynthia’s inward eye, and all van- 
ished as the old man spoke those few 


The look on 


tone of his cold speech, had instantly 


words. his face, and the 
swept them all away, like a tea-set slid- 
ing in a sing 
tray. 

What could 
which he had 


le crash from a slippery 


“business ” on 
that 


as she 


be the 
come to her witl 
solemn face ? she asked herself, 
returned his greeting and 
chair. She 
tremor as she put this question to her 


offered him a 
was conscious of a slight 
own intelligence. 
“ Are we like to be alone and undis- 
Mr. Gridley ] 
] 


asked. It was 
question,— men do 


act 
strangely sometimes. She hardly knew 
whether to turn red or white. 


turbed ?” 
a Strange 


“Yes, there is nobody like to come 
She did 
What 


was coming next, — a declaration, or an 


in at present,” she answered. 


not know what to make of it. 


accusation of murder ? 
Mr. 


very gravely, “ relates to this. 


Gridley said, 


I wish 


“ My business,” 


to inspect papers which I have reason 
to believe exist, and which have refer- 
ence to the affairs of the late Malachi 
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Withers. Can you help me to get 
sight of any of these papers not to be 
found at the Registry of Deeds or the 
Probate Office ?” 

“ Excuse me, Mr. Gridley, but may I 
ask you what particular concern you 
have with the relative, 
Cousin Malachi Withers, that’s been 
dead and 
years ?” 


affairs of my 


buried these half-dozen 

“ Perhaps it would take some time to 
answer 
lam. 


those I 


question fully, Miss Bad- 


Some of these affairs do concern 
am interested in, if not my- 
ia 
ctly. 


self dir 

“May I 
sons may be on whose account you wish 
to look at pay ing to my late 
relative, Malachi Withers ?” 


isk who the person or per- 


ers belong 


“You can ask me almost anything, 
Miss Badlam, but I should really be 
very much obliged if you would answer 
my question first. Can you help me to 
geta sight of 


papers relating to 
the estate of Withers, not to 
be found at the Registry of Deeds or 
the Probate Office, — any of which you 
may happen t have any private and 
particular , 

“1 beg 3 Mr. Gridley; 
but I don’t understand why 


1 1 
to me witli sucn 


you come 


questions. Lawyer 


Penhallow is the proper person, I should 
He and 


think, to his partner 
1 


that was Mr. Wibird, you know — 
settled the estate has got the 
papers, I suppose, if there are 


to be found at the offices you 


any, 
that ain’t 
mention.” 
Mr. Gridley moved his chair a 
so as to bring Miss Badlam’s face a li 
tle more squarely in view. 
“Does Mr. William Murray Brad 
shaw know anythins 


g about any papers, 


such as I am referring to, that may have 


been sent to the office ?” 

a little moisture steal 
| and at the 
same time a certain dryness of the vo- 


The lady felt 


ing through all her 


ore 
ug ores, 


cal organs, so that her answer came in 
a slightly altered tone which neither of 
them could help noticing. 

“You had ask Mr. Willian 
Murray Bradshaw yourself about that,” 


better 
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she answered. She felt the hook now, 
and her spines were rising, partly with 
apprehension, partly with irritation. 

“ Has that young gentleman ever de- 
livered into your hands any papers re- 
lating to the affairs of the late Malachi 
Withers, for your safe keeping ?” 

“What do you mean by asking me 
these questions, Mr. Gridley? I don’t 
to be about Mur- 
Go to him, 


choose catechised 
ray Bradshaw’s business. 
if you please, if you want to find out 
about it.” 

**Excuse my persistence, Miss Bad- 
lam, but I must prevail upon you to 
answer my q Has Mr. William 
ever delivered into 


1estion. 
Murray Bradshaw 
your hands papers relating to the 
late Malachi Withers, for 
your safe keeping?” 
“Do you 


swer sucn ¢ 


affairs of the 


I am going 


tions as you are putting 


pose to an- 
me because you repeat them over, Mr. 
Gridley ? Ask him, 


wish to 


Indeed I sha’ n’t. 
if you please, whatever you 
know about his doings.” 
She drew herself up and looked sav- 
agely at him. 
There was a color 
nd a sparkle in her eye; 
she looked dangerous as a cobra. 
“Miss Cynthia Badlam,” Master 
Gridley said, very deliberately, “I am 


into her courage. 
in her cheeks < 


afraid we do not entirely understand 


each other. You must answer my 


question 


precisely, categorically, point- 
} 


blank, and on the instant. 


Will you do 
this at once, or will you compel me to 
show you the absolute necessity of your 
doing it, at the expense of pain to both 


of us? Six words from me will make 


you answer all my questions.” 
eo You can’t say six words, nor sixty, 
Mr. Gridley, that will make me answer 
one question I do not choose to. [I 
defy you!” 
‘I will not s one, Miss Cynthia 
Badlam. There are some things one 
does not like to speak in words. But 
I will show scrap of paper, con- 
tainir 
not one more nor one less. 


you a 
just six words and a date, — 
You shall 
read them. Then I will burn the pa- 
per in the flame of your lamp. As 
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soon after that as you feel ready, I 
will ask the same question again.” 

Master Gridley took out from his 
pocket-book a scrap of paper, and 
handed it to Cynthia Badlam. Her 
hand shook as she received it, for she 
was frightened as well as enraged, and 
she saw that Mr. Gridley was in ear- 
nest and knew what he was doing. 

She read the six words, he looking 
at her steadily all the time, and watch- 
ing her as if he had just given her a 
drop of prussic acid. 

No cry. No sound from her lips. 
She 
moment, 


stared as if half stunned for one 
then her head and 
glared at Mr. Gridley as if she would 


turned 


have murdered him if she dared. In 
another instant her face whitened, the 
scrap of paper fluttered to the floor, 
have followed it but 
support of both Mr. Gridley’s 


and she 
for the 
arms. 


1] 
would 


He disengaged one of them 
and felt in his pocket for 
the sa/ volatile. It served him excel- 
lently well, and stung her back again 
to her senses very quickly. All 
defiant aspect had gone. 


“ Look !” 


presently, 


her 


he said, as he lighted the 
scrap of paper in the flame. “You 
understand and you see that I 
must be answered the next time I ask 
my question.” 


me, 


She opened her lips as if to speak. 


It was as when a bell is rung in a 


vacuum, — no words came from them, 
—only a faint gasping sound, an ef- 
She was caught tight 
in the heart-screw. 

“Don’t hurry yourself, Miss Cyn- 
thia,” he said, with a certain relenting 
“ Here, take 
the smelling-salts. Be 


fort at speech. 


tenderness of 
another sniff of 


manner. 


calm, be quiet,—I am well disposed 
towards you, —I don’t like to give you 
trouble. There, now, I must have the 
answer to that question ; but take your 
time, —take your time.” 

“Give me 
ter!” she said, in a strange hoarse 
whisper. There was a pitcher of water 
and a tumbler on an old marble side- 
board near by. He filled the tumbler, 
and Cynthia emptied it as if she had 


some water,—some wa- 
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just been taken from the rack, and 
could have swallowed a bucketful. 

“ What do you want to know?” she 
asked. 

“T wish to know all that you can tell 
me about a certain paper, or certain 
papers, which I have reason to believe 
Mr. William Murray Bradshaw com- 
mitted to your keeping.” 

“ There is only one paper of any con- 
sequence. Do you want to make him 
kill me? or do you want to make me 
kill myself?” 

“Neither, Miss Cynthia, neither. I 
wish to see that paper, but not for any 
bad purpose. Don’t you think, on the 
whole, you have pretty good reason to 
trust me? I am a very quiet man, 
Miss Cynthia. Don’t be afraid of me ; 
only do what I ask, —it will be a great 
deal better for you in the end.” 

She thrust her trembling hand into 
her pocket, and took out the key of the 
little trunk. the trunk to- 
wards her, put the key in the lock, and 
opened it. It seemed like pressing a 
knife into her own bosom and turn- 
ing the blade. That little trunk held 
all the records of her life the forlorn 
spinster most cherished 
ters that came 


She drew 


;—a few let- 
nearer to love-letters 
than any others she had ever received ; 
an album, with flowers of the summers 
of 1840 and 1841 fading between its 
leaves ; two papers containing locks 
of hair, half of 
other mementos’ which 


had their meaning, doubtless, to her, 


a broken ring, and 
insignificant 


— such a collection as is often price- 
less to one human heart, and passed 
by as worthless in the auctioneer’s in- 
ventory. She took the papers out me- 
chanically, and laid them on the table. 
Among them was an oblong packet, 
sealed with what appeared to be the 
office-seal of Penhallow and 
Bradshaw. 

“Will you allow me to take that 
envelope containing papers, Miss Bad- 
lam?” Mr. Gridley with a 
suavity and courtesy in his tone and 
manner that showed how he felt for 
her sex and her helpless position. 

She seemed to obey his will as if she 


Messrs. 


asked, 
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had none of her own left. She passed 
the envelope to him, and stared at him 
vacantly while he examined it. He read 
on the back of the package: “W#thers 
Estate —old papers—of no account 
apparently. Examine hereafter.” 

“May I ask when, where, and of 
whom you obtained these papers, Miss 
Badlam ?” 

“Have pity on me, Mr. Gridley, — 
have pity on me. 
if you do not. 
sake, spare me! There will no wrong 
come of all this, if you will but wait a 
little while. The paper will come to 
light when it is wanted, and all will 
be right. But do not make me answer 
any more questions, and let me keep 
this paper. O Mr. Gridley! I am in 
the power of a dreadful man —” 

“You mean Mr. William 
Bradshaw ?” 


I am a lost woman 
Spare me! for God’s 


Murray 


“T mean him.” 

“Has there not been some under- 
standing between you that he should 
become the approved suitor of Miss 
Myrtle Hazard?” 

Cynthia wrung her hands and rocked 
herself backward and forward in her mis- 
ery, but answered not a word. What 
could she answer, if she had plotted 
with this “ dreadful man” against a 
young and innocent girl, to deliver her 
over into his hands, at the risk of all 
her earthly hopes and happiness ? 

Master Gridley waited long and pa- 
tiently for any answer she might have 
the force to make. 
he took 
whole 


As she made none, 
upon himself to settle 
matter without further 
of his helpless victim. 


the 
torture 


“This package must go into the hands 
of the parties who had the settlement 
of the estate of the late Malachi With- 
ers. Mr. Penhallow is the survivor of 
the two gentlemen to whom that busi- 
ness was intrusted.— How long is Mr. 
William Murray Bradshaw like to be 
away ?” 

“Perhaps a few days, — perhaps 
weeks, — and then he will come back 
and kill me, — or —or— worse! Don’t 
take that paper, Mr. Gridley, — he isn’t 
like you; you would n’t — but he would 
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—he would send me to everlasting 
misery to gain his own end, or to save 
himself. And yet he isn’t every way 
bad, and if he did marry Myrtle she’d 
think there never was such a man, — 
for he can talk her heart out of her, and 
the wicked in him lies very deep and 
won’t ever come out, perhaps, if the 
world goes right with him.” The last 
part of this sentence showed how Cyn- 
thia talked with her own conscience ; 
all her mental and moral machinery lay 
open before the calm eyes of Master 
Byles Gridley. 

His thoughts wandered a moment 
from the business before him; he had 
just got a new study of human nature, 
which in spite of himself would be 
shaping itself into an axiom for an 
imagined new edition of “ Thoughts on 
the Universe,’ — something like this, — 
The greatest saint may be a sinner that 
never got down to “hard pan.” —\t was 
not the time to be framing axioms. 

“Poh! poh!” he said to himself; 
“what are you about, making phrases, 
when you have got a piece of work like 
this in hand?” Then to Cynthia, with 
great gentleness and kindness of man- 
ner: “Have no fear about any conse- 
quences to yourself. Mr. Penhallow 
must see that paper,—I mean those 
papers. You shall not be a loser nor 
a sufferer if you do your duty now in 
these premises.” 

Master Gridley, treating her, as far 
as circumstances permitted, like a gen- 
tleman, had shown no intention of tak- 
ing the papers either stealthily or vio- 
lently. It must be with her consent. 
He had laid the package down upon 
the table, waiting for her to give him 
leave to take it. But just as he spoke 
these last words, Cynthia, whose eye 
had been glancing furtively at it while 
he was thinking out his axiom, and tak- 
ing her bearings to it pretty carefully, 
stretched her hand out, and, seizing the 
package, thrust it into the sanctuary of 
her bosom. 
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“Mr. Penhallow must see those 
papers, Miss Cynthia Badlam,” Mr. 
Gridley repeated calmly. “If he says 
they or any of them can be returned to 
your keeping, well and good. But see 
them he must, for they have his office 
seal and belong in his custody, and, as 
you see by the writing on the back, 
they have not been examined. Now 
there may be something among them 
which is of immediate importance to 
the relatives of the late deceased Mal- 
achi Withers, and therefore they must 
be forthwith submitted to the inspec- 
tion of the surviving partner of the 
firm of Wibird and Penhallow. This I 
propose to do, with your consent, this 
evening. It is now twenty-five minutes 
past eight by the true time, as my 
watch hasit. At half past eight exact- 
ly I shall have the honor of bidding 
you good evening, Miss Cynthia Bad- 
lam, whether you give me those papers 
or not. I shall go to the office of Jacob 
Penhallow, Esquire, and there make 
one of two communications to him; to 
wit, these papers and the facts con- 
nected therewith, or another statement, 
the nature of which you may perhaps 
conjecture.” 

There is no need of our speculating 
as to what Mr. Byles Gridley, an hon- 
orable and humane man, would have 
done, or what would have been the 
nature of that communication which 
he offered as an alternative to the 
perplexed woman. He had not at 
any rate miscalculated the strength of 
his appeal, which Cynthia interpreted 
as he expected. She bore the heart- 
screw about two minutes. Then she 
took the package from her bosom, and 
gave it with averted face to Master 
Byles Gridley, who, on receiving it, 
made her a formal but not unkindly 
bow, and bade her good evening. 

“One would think it had been lying 
out in the dew,” he said, as he left the 
house and walked towards Mr. Penhal- 
low’s residence. 
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O! Ye drag me, men of Athens, 
Hither to your council-hall, 
Armed with judges and informers, 
That your doom on me may fall, — 
Doom that Athens oft hath levelled 
On her noblest sons of yore, 
Doom that made her foes triumphant, 
And each heart that loved her sore. 
Oft, as I have seen her heroes 
Brought to this ignoble end, 
Have I pondered, — when should Fortune 
To my lips the cup commend ? 


Read the foul indictment, falsehdod 
After falsehood rolling on ; 

Far away my thoughts shall wander, 
Thinking of the moments gone, 

When with tears and prayers ye dragged me 
Hither to your council-hall, 

Young and old, and wives and children, 
Echoing one despairing call, — 

“ Speak some word of comfort, Archon, 
Ere the Persian dig our grave! 

Speak, Themistocles, and save us, — 
Thou alone hast power to save!” 


Is it over? Let me hear it, — 
Let me hear once more the end, — 
“For Themistocles betrays us, 

And is sworn the Persian’s friend —” 
No, not that! Take back the falsehood! 
Curse the hand that wrote the lie; 
Charge what deadly crime it lists you, 

*T is no dreadful thing to die. 
But shall all my free devotion, 
All my care for Athens’ weal, 
Turn to treason and corruption, 
Stamped with such a lying seal ? 
Was ’t for Persia then I led you 
Up to proud Athena’s height, — 
Bade you view this barren country, 
And the sea to left and right, — 
Bade you leave your plain and mountain, — 
Save to dig their shining ore, — 
Bade you grasp the ocean’s sceptre, 
Spoil the wealth of every shore, 
Spread your white sails to the breezes, 
Unrestrained like them and free, 
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Lords of no contracted city, 
But the monarchs of the sea! 


Persia’s friend! Have ye forgotten 
How the lord of Persia came, 
Bridging seas, and cleaving mountains, 
With the terrors of his name, — 
How he burst through Tempe’s portal, 
Trod the dauntless Spartan down, 
Dragged the vile Bceotian captive, 
Dared e’en Delphi’s sacred crown ? 
And the craven wail of terror 
Rang through Athens’ every street ; 
Then ye came and begged for counsel, 
Kneeling, clinging to my feet. 
Then I bade you leave your city, 
Leave your temples and your halls, 
Trusting, as the god gave answer, 
To your country’s wooden walls. 
And the Persian, entering proudly, 
Found a city of the dead ; 
Athens’ corpse his only victim, 
Her immortal soul had fled! 


Was ’t for Persia in the council 
With your false allies I toiled, 
Bade the Spartan, “ Strike, but hear me,” 
Ere my country should be spoiled ? 
Or that all that night their galleys 
In the narrow strait I kept? 
For we felt the Persian closing, 
And no son of Athens slept. 
But when broke the golden dawning 
O’er Pentelicus afar, 
Rose the glad Hellenic pzan, 
Bursting with the morning star. 
For we saw the Persian squadrons 
Ship on ship in thousands pour, 
And we knew the pass was narrow 
’Twixt the island and the shore. 
Calmly, as no foe were near us, 
All our morning tasks we wrought, 
Lying there in silent order, 
As though fight we never fought. 
But we grasped our oars all eager 
Till the tough pine burned each hand, 
Watching till the steersman’s signal 
For the onset gave command. 
Then we smote the sea together, 
And our galleys onward flew, 
While from all the Hellenic navy, 
As we dashed along the blue, 
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Pealed one loud, triumphant war-cry, — 
“ Now, ye sons of Hellas, come, 
Conquer freedom for your country, 
Freedom each one for his home, 
Freedom for your wives and children, 
For the altars where ye bow, 
For your fathers’ honored ashes, 
For them all ye ’re fighting now!” * 


On the mountain height the tyrant 
Bade them set his golden throne, 
And in pitch of pride surveyed them, — 
All the fleet he called his own, — 
Heard the war-cry far resounding, 
Heard the oars’ responsive dash, 
And the shock of squadrons smiting 
Beak to beak with sudden clash, — 
Saw them locked in wild confusion, 
Prow on prow and keel on keel, — 
Heard the thundering crash of timbers, 
And the ring of clanging steel, — 
Saw his ponderous ships entangled 
In the close and narrow strait, 
And our light-winged galleys darting 
Boldly in the jaws of fate, — 
Saw the mad disorder seize them, 
As we grappled fast each prow, 
Leaped like tigers on the bulwarks, 
Hurled them to the depths below, — 
Saw his bravest on the island 
Slaughtered down in deadly fight, 
Whom he fondly placed to crush us, 
If perchance we turned to flight, — 
Saw one last despairing struggle, — 
Then the shout that all was lost, 
And his matchless navy turning, 
Fleeing from the hated coast, — 
Saw them stranded on the island, 
Rent and shattered on the main, — 
Heard the shrieks of myriads wounded, 
Saw the heaps of thousands slain, 
While the sea was red with carnage, 
And the air with shouts was wild, 
“Woe to Persia’s slaves and tyrant! 
Hail to Athens, ocean’s child!” 


No, ye have not all forgotten, 
All your hearts have not grown cold, 
When of Athens’ countless triumphs, 
This, the noblest tale, is told. 


* The foregoing description is nearly a translation from the Perse of Aeschylus. 
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Oft perchance my acts have wronged you, 
But ye dare not charge me this, 
That the Persian is my master, 
When ye think of Salamis. 
More I might; but it sufficeth, — 
Here I wait the word of doom ; 
Strike! But think that I, the culprit, 
Raised your city from the tomb. 


Guilty! Well! The fate of others 
Now at length descends on me; 
Envy strikes the loftiest ever, 
As the lightning on the tree. 
Banished! Athens aye hath willed it 
For her truest souls of yore ; 
Now I know thee, Aristides, 
As I never knew before. 
O forgive me, gallant rival, 
If I e’er have wrought thee ill; 
Think but of the g 
When we stood on yonder hill, 


lorious morning 


‘hen Miltiades arrayed us 
In the central ranks to stand, 

When we charged adown the mountain 
On the motley Persian band, 

When the shouting 
And we stood, like sea-cliffs fast, 


wings s\ 


Smiling to behold the nations 
Break in foam upon us cast; 

When we chased them to the galleys, 
Slaughtered thousands by the wave, 

Sent them back in rout to Susa, 
Heaped the mound above our brave, 


And forever through the ages 
Sounds our glory 


210 


ry. rollins o 
ry, rolling on, 
a } 


. Tile; le - her 
For Miltiades and Athens, 


For ourselves and Marathon. 


Men of Athens! By your sentence 
I am banished from your state ; 
Humbly to that doom I bow me, 
And I leave you to your fate. 
Not to me thine awful ending, 
Athens, shall the years unfold ; 
Long shall night have closed these eyelids 
Ere that ruin men behold. 

Still, when I am long forgotten, 
Shall thy haughty sway extend, 
Isles and cities, lords and kingdoms, 
Forced to court, to sue, to bend, 
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As, from year to year increasing, 
Still thy marts new wealth enclose, 

And thy far-resplendent treasures 
Dazzle e’en thy fiercest foes. 

Wider ports and swifter navies, 
Broader fields and richer mines, 


Deadlier fights and braver armies 


’ 


Statelier halls and fairer shrines. 


Loftier accents poured in council, { 
N« r thoughts in sweeter song, 
Loud proclaim the crown of Hellas 
Doth of right to thee belong; 
Till thy heart be drunk with glory, 
And thy brain be crazed with power, 
And the gods o’erhear thy boast ng 
in some mad, triumphant hou 
i 
Then, w 1 one by one thy subjects 
Turn a beard thee in despair, 


Calling Sparta to the rescue, 
in thy death and spoil to share, — 
When thy vines and groves lie desert, 
And within thy crowded wall 


) ; } ¢ ] + } 
Pest aha iamine Silay thy chosen, 





a . , 
Slay the foremost ch 








i 

| 

Dig the trench, and hem thee in, — fl 
When the dreadfi s spoken, 
Which to whisper were a sin, — 
When at length, in vile subjection, t 


Ur 


Swearing thou wilt humbly serve her, 


to Sparta thou shalt sue, 


Will she but thy life renew, — 

In that hour of keenest torture, 
When thy star is sunk in night, 
Think !— but not of me, whose valor 
Thou so foully didst requite ; — 
Think not of thine outraged heroes, 


But of her who banished these, 
Think of Athens, false and fickle, 
Think not of Themistocles. 
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But if e’er, in after ages, 
Once again thy star should rise, — 


If some noble son should save thee, 
Like a god that left the skies, 
thy shackles should be broken, 


And 
And [ 


Then remember me, 


thou leap to new 


renown, 


my darling, 


City of the violet crown! 
Then shall endless shouts of triumph 
Sound the glories of thy name, 


And the songs of generations 


All thy matchless 


gifts proclaim ; 


Then be every wrong forgotten, 


Then be every debt repaid, 


And the wreath of every hero 


On Athena’s altar laid. 
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. geeer YRS are apt to be popularly 
4 considered as physically a feeble 


7a ey " — } . . 
folk, —a timid, nervous, dyspeptic 
‘ prosers, unfitted to grapple 


We 


in the following pages, 


realities of life. 


to pres readers with the image 


of one calc ed to reverse this Il! 


» of a stalwart man of 


tters, who lived two centuries and a 
hall ago, 


literatur 
ilterature, - 


createst age of English 
_— sah! } hye . 
» undeniably had braw- 


; forgetive faculties, — 
handle a club as readi 
mark with a bullet as 


ot 


bard, 


and, a sort 
the bully and the 

s way through a crowd 
to take his seat among 
pany of immortal poets. 


jonson, 


commonly 


to Shakespeare in a consid- 


eration of the dramatic literature of the 
age of Elizabeth ; and certainly, if the 


“thousand-souled ” Shakespeare may 
be said to represent mankind, Ben as 
unmistakably stands for English-kind. 


He is “ 
— John Bull passing from a name into 


Saxon” England in epitome, 


JONSON. 


a man,—a proud, strong, tough, solid, 
domineering individual, whose intellect 
and personality cannot be severed, even 
in thought, from his body and personal 
Ben’s mind, indeed, was 
his 


appearance. 


rooted in Ben’s and 


character took symbolic form in 


character ; 
his 
physical frame. He seemed built up, 
mentally as well as bodily, out of beef 


and sack, mutton and Canary; or, to 


ay the least, was a joint product of the 
snglish mind and the English larder, 
of the fat as well as the thought of the 


land, of the soil as well as the 


7 soul of 
England. The moment we attempt to 


estimate his eminence as a dramatist, 
he disturbs the equanim 


ment by 


ty of our judg- 


into 


y tumbling head-foremost 


the imagination as a big, bluff, t 


urly, 


and quarrelsome man, with “a moun- 
| 


tain belly and a rocky face.” He isa 
very pleasant boon companion as long 
as we make our idea of his importance 
agree with his own; but the instant we 
attempt to dissect his intellectual pre- 
tensions, the living animal becomes a 
dangerous subject,—his countenance 
flames, his great hands double up, his 
thick lips begin to twitch with impend- 
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ing invective; and while the critic’s 
impression of him is thus all the more 
vivid, he is checked in its expression 
by a very natural fear of the conse- 
quences. There is no safety but in 
taking this rowdy leviathan of letters at 
his own valuation ; and the relation of 
critics towards him is as perilous as 
that of the juries towards the Irish ad- 
vocate, who had an unpleasant habit of 
challenging them to personal combat 
whenever they brought in a verdict 
There is, 
in fact, such a vast animal force in old 
Ben’s that he bullies 
posterity as he bullied his contempo- 
raries ; l 


against any of his clients. 
self-assertion, 


and while we admit his claims 
to rank next to Shakespeare among 
the dramatists of his age, we beg our 
understand that we do it 
under intimidation. 


readers to 


The qualities of this bold, racy, and 
brawny egotist can be best conveyed in 
a biographical form. He was born in 
1574, the grandson of a gentleman who, 
for his religion, lost his estate, and for 
a time his liberty, in Queen Mary’s 
time, and the son of a clergyman in 
humble circumstances, who died about 
a month 
was born. 


before his “rare” offspring 
His mother, shortly after 
the death of her husband, married a 
master - bricklayer. Ben, who as a 
boy doubtless exhibited brightness of 
intellect and audacity of spirit, seems 
to have attracted the attention of Cam- 
den, who placed him in Westminster 
School, of which he was master. Ben 
there displayed so warm a love of learn- 
ing, and so much capacity in rapidly 
acquiring it, that, at the age of sixteen, 
he is said to have been removed to the 
University of Cambridge, though he 
stated to Drummond, long afterwards, 
that he was “ master of arts in both the 
Universities, by their favor, not his 
studie.” His ambition at this time, if 
we may believe some of his biogra- 
phers, was to be a clergyman; and had 
it been gratified, he would probably 
have blustered his way to a bishopric, 
and proved himself one of the most ar- 
rogant, learned, and pugnacious dispu- 
tants of the English Church Militant,— 


Foiuson. 
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perhaps have furnished the type of that 
peculiar religionist compounded of bul 
ly, pedant, and bigot which Warburton 
was afterwards, from the lack of mod- 
els, compelled to originate. But after 
residing a few months at the University, 
Ben, deserted by his friends and desti- 
tute of money, found it impossible to 
carry out his design ; and he returned 
disappointed to his mother’s 
As she could not support him in idle- 


house. 
ness, the stout-hearted student adopted 
the most obvious means of earning his 
daily bread, and for a short time fol- 
lowed the occupation of his father-in- 
law, going to the work of bricklaying, 
according to the tradition, with a trowel 
in one hand, but with a Horace in the 
other. His enemies among the drama- 
tists did not forget this when he became 
famous, but meanly sneered at him as 
“the lime-and-mortar poet.” When we 
reflect that in the aristocratic age of 
good Queen Bess, play-writing, even 
the Hamlets 
mists, was, if we may trust Dr. Farmer, 


writing of and Alchy- 
hardly considered “:< editable . 
laraiy considaerec a creaitabie em- 
ae 

ploy, 


of the position of the working classes, 


we may form some judgment 


when a mechanic was thus deemed to 
have no rights which a playwright “ was 
bound to respect.” 

We 


whether or not Ben was foolish enough 


have no means of deciding 
to look upon his trade as degrading ; 
that it 


the fact that he soon exchanged the 


was distasteful we know from 
trowel for the sword; and we hear no 
more of his dealing with bricks, if we 
may except his questionable habit of 
sometimes carrying too many of them 
in his hat. At the age of eighteen he 
ran away to the Continent, and enlisted 
as a volunteer in the English army in 
fully intending, doubtless, 
that, as fate seemed against his being a 
Homer or an Aristotle, to try if fortune 
would not make him an Alexander or a 
Hannibal. As ill-luck would have it, 
however, his abundant vitality had lit- 
tle scope in martial exercise. 


Flanders, 


He does 


not appear to have been in any general 
engagement, though he signalized his 
personal prowess in a manner which 
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he was determined should not be for- 
gotten through any diffidence of his 
own. Boastful as he was brave, he 
was never weary of bragging how he 
had encountered one of the enemy, 
fought with him in presence of both 
armies, killed him, and triumphantly 
“taken ofima spolia from him.” 

After serving one campaign, our Ajax- 
Thersites returned, at the age of nine- 
teen, to England, bringing with him, 
according to Gifford, “the reputation 
of a brave man, a smattering of Dutch, 
and an empty purse.” To these ac- 
complishments he probably added that 
of drinking ; for, as “our army in Flan- 
ders” ever drank terribly as well as 
“swore terribly,” it may be supposed 
that Ben there laid, deep and wide, the 
foundation of his bacchanalian habits. 
Arrived in London, and thrown on his 
own resources for support, he turned 
naturally to the stage, 





and became an 
play-house, called 

Though he was 
through life a good reader, and though 
at this time he was not afflicted with 
the scurvy, which eventually so punched 
his face as to make one of his satirists 
compare it, with witty’ malice, to the 
cover of a warming-pan, he still never 
rose to any eminence as an actor. He 
had not been long at the Green Curtain 
when a quarrel with one of his fellow 


actor in a minor 


the Green Curtain. 


performers led to a duel, in which Jon- 
son killed his antagonist, was arrested 
on a charge of murder, and, in his own 
phrase, was brought “almost at the 
gallowes,”— an unpleasant’ proximity 
which he hastened to increase by re- 
lieving the weariness of imprisonment 
in discussions on religion with a Pop- 
ish priest, also a prisoner, and by being 
converted to Romanism. As the zeal- 
old faith had 
passed, in Elizabeth’s time, from per- 


ous professors of the 


secutors into martyrs, Ben, the de- 
scendant of one of Queen Mary’s vic- 
tims, evinced more than his usual 


worldly prudence in seizing this occa- 
sion to join their company, as he could 
reasonably hope that, if he escaped 
hanging on the charge of homicide, he 
still might contrive to be beheaded on 
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a charge of treason. In regard, how- 
ever, to the original cause of his impris- 
onment, it would seem that, on investi- 
gation, it was found the duel had been 
forced upon him, that his antagonist 
had taken the precaution of bringing 
into the field a sword ten inches longer 
than his own, and thus, far from in- 
tending to be the victim of murder, had 
not unsagaciously counted on commit- 
ting it. Jonson was released ; but, ap- 
parently vexed at this propitious turn 
to his fortunes, instead of casting about 





for some means of subsistence, he al- 
most immediately married a woman as 
poor as himself, —a wife whom he af- 
terwards curtly described as “a shrew, 
yet honest.” A shrew, indeed! As if 
Mrs. Jonson must not often have had 
just occasion to use her tongue tartly ! 
—as if her redoubtable Ben did not 
often need its acrid admonitions! They 
seem to have lived together until 1613, 
when they separated. 

Absolute necessity now drove Jonson 
again to the stage, probably both as 
actor and writer. He began his dra- 
matic career, as Shakespeare began 
his, by doing job-work for the mana- 
gers ; that is, by altering, recasting, and 
making additions to old plays. At last, 
in 1596, in his twenty-second year, he 
placed himself at a bound among the 
famous dramatists of the time, by the 
production, at the Rose Theatre, of his 
comedy of “Every Man in his Hu- 
mor.” Two years afterwards, 
in the mean time been altered and im- 
proved, it was, through the influence of 
Shakespeare, accepted by the players 
of the Blackfriars’ Theatre, Shake- 
speare himself acting the characterless 
part of the Elder Knowell. 

Among the writers of the Elizabe- 
than age, an age in which, for a wonder, 
there seemed to be a glut of 


ving 


eenius, 
Ben is prominent more for racy origi- 
nality of personal character, weight or 
understanding, and quickness of fancy, 
than for creativeness of imagination. 
His first play, “Every Man in 
Humor,” indicates to a great extent the 
quality and the kind of power with 
which he was endowed. 


his 


His promi- 
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nent characteristic was will, — will car- 
ried to self-will, and sometimes to self- 
exaggeration almost furious. His un- 
derstanding was solid, strong, pene- 
trating, even broad, and it was well 
furnished with matter derived both from 
experience and books ; but, dominated 
by a personality so fretful and fierce, it 
was impelled to look at men and things, 
not in their relations to each other, but 
in thei: He had 
reached that ideal of stormy conceit in 


relations to Ben. 
which, according to Emerson, the ego- 
tist declares, “ Difference from me is 
Even the 
imaginary characters he delineated as a 
dramatist were all bound, as by tough 
cords, to the will that gave them being, 
lacked that joyous freedom and care- 
less 


the measure of absurdity.” 


grace of movement which right- 


fully belonged to them as denizens of 


an ideal world, and had to obey their 
master Ben, as puppets obey the show- 
man. His power of external observa- 
tion was pitilessly keen and searching, 
and it rich, 
though somewhat coarse and insolent 


was accompanied by a 
vein of humor; but his egotism com- 
monly directed his observation to what 
was below, rather than above himself, 
and gave to his humor a scornful, rath- 
er than a genial tone. He huffs even in 
his hilarity ; his fun is never infectious ; 
and his very laughter is an assertion of 
superior wisdom. He has none of that 
humanizing humor which, in Shake- 
speare, makes us like the vagabonds we 
laugh at, and which insures for Dog- 
berry and Nick Bottom, Autolychus and 
Falstaff, warmer friends among readers 
than many great historic dignities of 
the state and the camp can command. 
In regard to the 

dramatist, Jonson, in 
reer, had seen 
many aspects ; 


materials of the 


es 
nis Ca- 


vagrant 
human nature under 
but he had surveyed it 
neither with the eye of reason, nor the 
eye of ima; tion. His mind fastened 
on the hard actualities of observation, 
without passing to what they implied 
or suggested. Deficient thus in philo- 
sophic insight and poetic 


shrewd, 


insight, his 
contemptuous glance rarely 
penetrated beneath the manners and 
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eccentricities 


men 


His attention 
Was arrested, n character, but by 
prominent 

peculiaritic 

character 

own phrase, he 


than persons, that 


tne inlu ence 


1 
1 


that drew int 


tered the whole 


verts 
tion. 


offshoot of 


process ol 

x Seeing thc 
oe ae 
individual, he 


alizes the Every man 


humor, instead of every humor 
in its man. In order that there should 
be no misconception of his purpose, he 
named his chief characters after thei 
predominant qualities, as Morose, St 

ly, Sir Amorous Fool, Sir Politic 
Would Be, Sir Epicure Mammon, and 
the id, apprehensive even then 
would 


appenc to 


oa 
LIKE 5 


that his whe recious meaning 
his 


dramatis persone further explanations 


not be taken in, he 


of their respective natures. 


This distrust of the power of lan- 
guage to lodge a notion in another 
brain is es] 


writers, seems to have been most 


vecially English; but Ben, 


impressed with the necessity of pound- 
ing an idea into the perceptions of his 
countrymen. His mode resembles the 
attempt of that honest Briton, who thus 
delivered judgment on the French 


nation: ‘1 hate a Frenchman, sir. 
Every Frenchman is either a puppy or 
a rascal, sir.” that 
he had not been j i 
he added, “ Do you take my idea? 
With all 


comedy of “ 


And then, fearful 
suffici 


} 
ently 


abatements, however, 
Every Man in his Hum 
is a remarkable effort, considered as 
production of a young man of twenty- 
three. The two most striking charac- 
ters are Kitely and Captain Bobadil. 
Give Jonson, indeed, a peculiarity to 
] 


‘ ‘ < ie 
with, and he worked it out with 


logical 


start 


} 


So intense was his 


exactness. 


conception of it, that he clothed it in 
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and blood, gave it a substant 


ial 


in 


flesh 
existence, and sometimes succeede 


rmanent 


forci t into literature as a 


character. 
lil, especially, is 


is the 


one oO 
master] ieces. He most ¢ 
] 


i ana 


cowal 


Capt lin ofie 
-urope by 


tner 


elf twenty o 


% ¢ 
ig Or 
it 


s conceit of destr 


may be 
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fashion cam« o his 


eling which 


whe! 
Old 


both armies, 
Flanders. 


genius "a 
: } ] +1 
joy ana schooi at the 
ot 


tion an extraordinary hint.’ 


joy and pride 


he conception of extraordinary 


the doing of extraordinary 


llow 
the plays Man 


umor,” and “ Cy 


pro u 


out ol hia’s Kev- 
els,” satires on the manners, 


13 ros + , 1 « - 4} attr 
les, afiectations, and vices OF the city 
One good result of 


l. 


and the cour 
Jonson’s egotism was, that it made him 
afraid of nothing. He openly appeared 
the dramatists of his day as a 


} > - } 
as reiusea 


in¢ 
r to 


poor 


pop 


rot 4 
istes took the dl 


he was, 
ular tastes hether 


rection of rib- 
t. He 


17 , ; ’ 
o! Viasphemy, or bpOomDas 


had courage, morality, earnestness ; but 
then his courage was so blustering, hi 


morality so irascible, and his d 
i of art 


to his own 1deas so exclusive, 


that he was constantly defying and in- 
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he proposed to 
» the 


sulting the persons 


teach Other dramatists said t 
* Please 


put De id, “ Now, 


to applaud this” ; 
t 


; 
we 


enough to 


you fools, 
sure, 
‘ | but it 
was to be done by his own works, and 
] ] erature was to be i 
ory of Ma 


yy making hit 


ve 


ol 
£ 


ster 


’s influence, 


akespeare perha 
itist of the time. 


tists 


not 
felt it was 


brother dran 
He 

e, but to produce 

i to 
1e spirit of the age, but to origi- 
In short, 


Ben; and, high as 


he felt and 


pos- 
iterature of the age of 
would be supposed from 


1 
+ + 


s and epilogues that he 


is fat person to have fallen 


Man out of his Humor” 
ie is in a 
His verse 
his wrath. 


j ’s Revels,” 
raging passion throughout. 
ith the weight of 
’ he exclaims, 


het- 
and 


» exhausts the whole r 
tive, contempt. 
any 


Le. 


find it difficult to feel 
ation he labors to ex 
. howeve 


Admirati 


to Jou yn’s prose 


r, cannot be refused 
. . 

i In 

ift, 


Stamps 


: , 
e in these as 


Sty 
his other plays. It is terse, sharp, sw 
hat 


biting, — every word a die t 
Occ: 
his own apt 


its objec tin a second. isionally 


to 
“m to "run ¢ 


author’s veins, use ex- 
pressi juicksilver,’ 
phrase comes forth ste« 
brine of conceit, and 


brightness in every sentence, the result 
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of the whole is something like dulness, 
as the object of the whole is to exalt 
himself and depress others. But in 
these plays, in strange contrast with 
their general character, we have a few 
specimens of that sweetness of senti- 
ment, refinement of fancy, and indefi- 
nite beauty of imagination, which, occu- 





pying some secluded corner of his large 
brain, seemed to exist apart from his 
ordinary powers and passions. Among 
these, the most exquisite is this Hymn 
to Diana, which partakes of the seren- 
ity of the moonlight, whose goddess it 


invokes. 


e andi 





* Queen and huntress chast 





Now the sun is laid to sleep 
Seated in thy silver chair, 
State in wonted manner keep. 
Hesperus entreats thy light, 


Goddess excellently br 


“ Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose ; 








Cynthia's shining orb was mad 
Heaven to clear when day 
Bless us, then, with wi 


Goddess excellently bright. 


* Lay thy bow of pear! apart, 











And thy crystal-gleaming quive 
Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe how short soever, — 


Thou that mak’st a day 


> ] t hr : 
Goddess excellently ght 


If, as Jonson’s adversaries malicious- 
ly asserted, “every line of his | 
cost him a cup of sack,” we must, eve 
in our more 





temperate days, pardon 


him the eighteen cups which, in this 
melodious lyric, went into his mouth as 
sack, but, by some precious chemistry, 
came out through his pen as pearls. 

It was inevitable that the imperic 
attitude Jonson had assumed, and the 
insolent pungency of his satire, should 


rouse the wrath of the classes he lam- 








pooned, and the enmity of the pe 
he ridiculed and decried. Among 
those who conceived themselves 
sailed, or who felt insulted by hi 
arrogant tone, were two dramatists, 


Thomas Dekkar and John Marston. 
They soon recriminated ; and as Ben 
vas better fitted by nature to dispense 
than to endure scorn and derision, he 
in 1601 produced “ The Poetaster,” the 
object of which was to silence for- 


Ben Fonson. 
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ever, not only Dekkar and Marston, 
but all other impudent doubters of his 
infallibility. The humor of the thing 
is, that, in this elaborate attempt to con- 
vict his adversaries of calumny in tax- 
ing him with self-love and arrogance, 
he ostentatiously exhibits the very qual- 


ities he disclaims. He keeps no terms 





with those who profess disbelief in 
Ben. They are “play-dressers and 
plagi “fools or jerking pedants,” 


“buffoon barking wits,” tickling “base 
yulgar ears with beggarly and barren 
l his are 





“*The high raptures of a happy Muse, 
Borne on the v 73 of her im 1 thought, 
That kick earth with a d | heel 


And beats at heaven's gate with her bright hoofs,” 


Dekkar retorted in a play called “ Sati- 
the Untrussing of the 
Poet”; but, though the 
scurrility is brilliantly bitter, it is less 
efficient hearted than Jonson’s. 
This literary controversy, conducted 
in acted plays, had to the public of 
that day a zest similar to that we 
should enjoy if the editors of two 
opposing political newspapers should 
meet in a hall filled with their sub- 
and fling their thundering 
editorials in each 


romastrix; or, 


Humorous 


and 


scril ers, 


person at other’s 


heads. The theatre-goers seem to 
have declared for Dekkar and Mars- 
ton; and Ben, disgusted with such a 


proof of their incapacity of judement, 
sulked and growled in his den, and 


the 
found a 


for two gave nothing to 


stage. 


years 
He 


patron, who enabled him to do this 


had, however, 
without undergoing the famine of in- 
sufficient meat, and the still 
dreadful drought of insufficient drink ; 


more 


in a gossiping diary of the pe- 
riod, covering these two years, we are 
“B. J. now lives with 
the 


pleasantly 


informed, one 


Townsend, and_ scorns world.” 


however, engaged 
varacteristic occupation, for 


iad a natural genius, he was 





ting a play which he thought 
monstrate to all judging spir- 
its his possession equally of the ac- 

the scholar the 
In the con- 


quirements of and 


talents of the dramatist. 
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clusion of the Apologetic Dialogue 
which accompanies “The Poetaster,” 
he had hinted his purpose in these 
energetic lines : — 


“Once I "ll say, — 
To strike the ears of Time in these fresh strains, 
As shall, beside the cunning of their ground, 
Give cause to some of wonder, some despite, 
And more despair to imitate their sound. 
A lest tate th d 
I that spend half my nights and all my days 
Here in a cell, to get a dark, pale face, 
To come forth with the ivy and the bays, 
And in this age can hope no better grace, — 
And t hoy tt 


me ! There ’s something come into my thought, 


That must and shall be sung high and aloof, 


Safe from the wolf’s black jaw, and the dull ass’s 


ho of ! va 


Accordingly, in 1603, he produced 
his weighty tragedy of “Sejanus,” at 
Shakespeare’s theatre, The Globe, — 
Shakespeare himself acting one of the 
inferior parts. Think of Shakespeare 
laboriously committing to memory the 
blank verse of Jonson ! 

Though “ Sejanus” failed of theat- 
rical wealth of classic 
knowledge and solid thought made it 
the best of all answers to his oppo- 
nents. It was as if they had ques- 
tioned his capacity to build a ship, 
and he had confuted them with a 
man-of-war. To be sure, they might 
reiterate their old charge of “ filching 
by translation,” for the text of “Se- 
but it was one 
of Jonson’s maxims that he deserved 
as much honor for what he made his 
own by Foxsonizing the classics as for 
what Indeed, in 
dealings with the great poets and his- 


success, its 


janus ” is a mosaic; 


he originated. his 
torians of Rome, whose language and 
had patiently mas- 
tered, he acted the part, not of the 
He 
did not meanly crib and pilfer in the 
territories of the ancients: he rather 
pillaged, or, in our American phrase, 
“annexed” them. “He 
his robberies so openly,” 
den, “that one 
be taxed by any law. He invades 

like a monarch, what 
be theft in any other poet is 
only victory in him.” 

One connected 


> 


bringing out of “ Sejanus” 


whose spirit he 


pickpocket, but of the conqueror. 


has done 
says Dry- 
not to 


sees he fears 


authors and 


would 


with the 
should not 


incident 
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be omitted. Jonson told Drummond 
that the Earl of Northampton had a 
mortal enmity to him “ for beating, on 
a St. George’s day, one of his attend- 
ers”; and he adds, that Northampton 
had him “called before the Councell 
for his Sejanus,” and accused him 
there both of “‘ Poperie and treason.” 
Jonson’s relations with Shakespeare 
seem always to have been friendly ; 
and about this time we hear of them 
as associate members of the greatest 
of literary and the greatest of con- 
vivial clubs, —the club instituted by 
Sir Walter Raleigh, and known to all 
times as the “ Mermaid,” so called 
from the tavern in which the meet- 
ings were held. Various, however, as 
were the genius and accomplishments 
it included, it lacked one phase of 
ability which has deprived us of all 
participation in its wit and wisdom. 
It could boast of Shakespeare, and 
Jonson, and Raleigh, and Camden, and 
Beaumont, and Selden, but, alas! it 
had no Boswell to record its words, 


So nimble, and so full of subtile flame.’ 


There are traditions of “ wit-com- 
bats ” between Shakespeare and Jon- 
son; and doubtless there was many 
a discussion between them touching 
the different principles on which their 
dramas were composed; and then 
Ben, astride his high horse of the 
classics, probably blustered and _ ha- 
rangued, and graciously informed the 
world’s greatest poet that he some- 
times wanted art and sometimes sense, 
and candidly advised him to check 
the fatal rapidity and perilous combi- 
nations of his imagination, — while 
Shakespeare smilingly listened, and 
occasionally put in an ironic word, 
deprecating such austere criticism of 
a playwright like himself, who accom- 
modated his art to the humors of the 
mob that crowded the “round O” of 
The Globe. There can be no ques- 
tion that Shakespeare saw Ben through 
and through, but he was not a man to 
be intolerant of foibles, and probably 
enjoyed the hectoring egotism of his 
friend as much as he appreciated his 
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real merits. As for Ben, the transcen- tended to have mixed im Zis drink, in 
dent genius of his brother dramatist case the threat of such a shameful pun- 
vierced through even the thick hide of ishment had been officially announced. 


| 
his self-sufficiency. “I did honorhim,” The phrase “his drink” is very char- 
I 


1¢ finely says, “this side of idolatry, acteristic; and, whatever liquid was 
h as any other man.” meant, we may be sure that it was not 
he accession of James of Scot- water, and that the good lady would 
ind to the English throne, Jonson was have daily had numerous opportunities 
yployed by the court and city to de- to mix the poison with it. 
n a splendid pageant for the mon- The five years which succeeded hi 
arch’s reception ; id ith that ab- imprisonment carried Jonson to the 
sence of vindictiveness which somewhat _ height of his prosperity and glory. Dur- 
atoned for his arrogance, he gave his’ ing this period he produ ced the three 
recent enemy, Dekkar, three fifths of great comedies on which his fan 1e asa 
the job. About the same time he was dramatist rests, — “ TI ox,” “The 
reconciled to Marston; and in 1605 Silent Woman,” and “The Alchymist,” 
assisted him and Chapman inacome- —and also m: ny the most beautiful 
dy called “ Eastward Hoe!” One pas- of those Masa performed at court, 
sage in this, reflecting on the in which the ingenuity, delicacy, rich- 
gave mortal offence to James’s greedy n nd elevation of his fancy found 
countrymen, who i d England in ttest expressio1 His social position 
his train, and were ravenous a! am was probably superior to Shakes] ‘ 
orous for the spoils of office. Captair He was really the Court Poet lo 
Seagul, in the play, praises what was_ fore 1616, when he received th 
then the new settlement of Virginia, as w ension of a hundred 
“a place without sergeants, or courtiers, Ve hay larendon’s testimony 
or lawyers, or intelligencers, only afew fa hat “his conversation wa 
industrious Scots perhaps, who inde good, and with men of the 
are dispersed fer ] whole me . mong hi | nds occurs the 
But as 
friends to nelish ime! id England n 1618, when “Ben Jonson” 
when they are out on %t, 1 the world me be familiar words on 
than they are ; and, for my own part i 
would a hundred thousand of them were 
ere, for we are all on intrymen 
now, ye know, and we should find ten 
times more comfort of tl 
we do here.” This bitter tau 
probably made the theatre roar 
applause, was so represented > to him. “At Leith,” he Says, “| found 
king, that Marston and Chapman were y ‘ approved and assured good 
arrested and imprisoned. Jonson nobly friend, Master Benjamin Jonson, at 
insisted on sharing their fate; and as M:z rt’s house. I thank 
he had powerful friends at court, and im for his gre: : kindness ; for, at 
was esteemed by James himself, his aking > of him, he gave i 
course may have saved his friends from Id of and-twen ty s 
disgraceful mutilations. report was lri I ] 
circulated that 7 f Jonsor 
all three were to be sl! nd Jonsor isi rummon fH uwthornden 
tells us, that, in an entertainment he - | 1 thr r fo ur weeks with 
gave to Camden, Selden, and other monda W rnden, and pourec 
his _liberati 


friends ffar a3 2. 2 4 : nine a wit} ¢ -ecerve - 
mend arner nis nis i n¢ Nn without reserve OI 


mother exhibited a paper full of “lustie stint. The finical and fastidious poet 
strong poison,” which she said she in- was somewhat startled at this irruption 
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‘ 
of his burly guest into his dainty soli- 
took notes of his free conver- 
sation, especially when he decried his 
contemporaries ; and further carried out 
the rites of hospitality by adding a 


tude ; 


caustic, though keen, summary of his 
Thus, accord- 


le analy- 


qualities of character. 


ar friend’s charital 
was a great lover an 
and scorner 


iven rather to losse a friend 


1 contemner 


jealous of every word ai d 


ose about him (especialli 


his boisterous a 
parted with him un- 
pression that he was leaving 
an assured friend. 


1: ‘ 
i 


listeners to 


Ah! your demure 
your unguarded conversa- 
tion, — they are the ones that give the 


fata] + 
idldi SLAVS 


literal transcript of Drummond’s 


original notes of Jonson’s 


Sir 


conversa- 

Sibbald 
about the year 1710, has been published 
in the 


Society. 


tions, made by Robert 


collections of the Shakespeare 
y- This is amore extended re- 
port than that included in Drummond’s 
works, though 


still not so full as the 


reader might desire. The stoutness of 
sn’s character is felt in every utter- 
Drummond that 
never esteemed of a man for the 


Thus he tells 


1¢ of a lord,” —a sentiment which 
e had expressed more impressively in 
his published epigram on Burleigh : — 


, the great, tl 
blood 


be a 


hman } he itht have fa- 
nman, and, so he might have fa 


He had, it 
chur 


seems, “a minde to 


vour to make one sermon to the King, 


he careth not what thereafter sould 


Ben Fonson. 
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befall him; for he would not flatter 
though he saw Death.” Queen Eliza- 
beth is the mark of a most scandalous 
imputation, and the mildest of Ben’s 
remarks respecting that she 
after she became 
glass; they painted her, 
would 


her is 
“never saw herself, 
old, in a true 
and her 
he said, “he 
Honest, and 


hundreth 


SoMlLeELY INES VEVIILLLON 


nose.” “Of all styles,” 
most loved to be named 
hath of that 


him.” 


one ietters so 


naming His judgments on 

other poets were insolently magisterial. 

‘Spenser’s stanzas pleased him not, 

nor his matter Samuel Daniel was a 

»od honest man, but no poet; Donne, 

t poet in the world in 
** not 


hanging ” ; 


ugh “the firs 


some things,” for keeping of 


accent, deserved Abram 
Fraunce, “in his English hexameters, 
t Sharpham, Day, 


was a foole ”; and 
Dekkar were all rogues; Francis Beau- 
mont “ too much himself and 
Some biographical items 
2 f these conversations are 
of interest. It seems that the first day 
of every new year the Earl of Pem- 
buy 
By all his plays he never 
gained hundred “ Sun- 


dry tymes he hath devoured his bookes,” 


broke sent him twenty pounds “to 
bookes.” 

two pounds. 
that is, sold them to supply himself 
with When he was im- 
prisoned for killing his brother actor 


necessaries. 


in a duel, in the Queen’s time, “his 
judges could get nothing of him to all 
and No. They 
placed two damn’d villains, to catch ad- 
vantage of him, with him, but he was 
advertised by his keeper ” ; 


their demands but I 


and he 
added, as if the revenge was as terrible 
as the offence, “of the spies he hath 
ane epigrame.” He told a per- 
sonal stories to Drummond, calculated 
to moderate our wonder that Mrs. Jon- 


few 


son was a shrew; and, as they were 
boastingly told, we must suppose that 
his manners were not so austere as his 
verse. But perhaps the most charac- 
teristic image he has left of 
through these conversations, 
“He hath consumed a whole night in 
lying looking to his great toe, about 
which he hath seen Tartars and Turks, 


himself, 


is this: 
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Romans and Carthaginians, feight in 
his imagination.” 

Jonson’s fortunes seem to have suf- 
fered little abatement until the death 
of King James, in 1625. Then de- 
clining popularity and declining health 
combined their malice to break the 
veteran down; and the remaining 
twelve years of his life were passed 
in doing battle with those relentless 
enemies of poets, — want and disease. 
The orange —or rather the lemon— 
was squeezed, and both court and 
public seemed disposed to throw away 
the peel. In the epilogue to his play 
of “The New Inn,” brought out in 
1630, the old tone of 
He touchingly appeals to the 
audience as “sick and 
sad”; but, with a noble humility, he 


defiance is 
gone. 


one who is 


begs they will refer none of the de- 
fects of the work to mental decay. 


“ } 


All that his weak and faltering tongue doth crave 


Is that you not refer it to his brain ; 


That’s yet unhurt, although set round with pain.” 


The audience were insensible to this 
appeal. They found the play dull, and 
hooted it from the stage. Perhaps, after 
having been bullied so long, they took 
delight in having Ben “on the hip.” 
Charles the First, however, who up to 
this time seems to have neglected his 
father’s favorite, now generously sent 
him a hundred pounds to cheer him 
in his misfortunes ; and shortly after 
he raised his salary, as Court Poet, 
from a hundred marks to a hundred 
pounds, adding, in compliment to Jon- 
son’s known tastes, a tierce of Cana- 
ry,—a wine of which he was so fond 
as to be nicknamed, in ironical refer- 
ence to a corpulence which rather 
assimilated him to the ox, “a Canary 
bird.” It is to this period, we sup- 
pose, we must refer his testimony to 
his own obesity in his “ Epistle to 
my Lady Coventry.” 

** So you have gained a Servant and a Muse: 

The first of which I fear you will refuse, 


And you may justly ; being a tardy, cold, 
Un 
Laden with belly, and doth hardly approach 


table chattel, fat and old, 





oach., 
His weight is twenty stone, within two pound ; 


And that ’s made up, as doth the purse abound,” 


His friends, but to break chairs or crack a 


Ben Fonson. 
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As his life declined, it does not ap- 
pear that his disposition was essen- 
tially modified. There are two char- 
acteristic references to him in his old 
age, which prove that Ben, attacked 
by palsy and dropsy, with a reputa- 
tion perceptibly waning, was Ben still. 
One is from Sir John Suckling’s 
pleasantly malicious “Session of the 
Poets ” : — 


“* The first that broke silence was good old Ben, 





Prepared before with Canary wine, 
And he told ther 


For his were 





1 plainly he deserved the | 
called works where others wer 
plays. 

Apollo stopped him there, and bade him not go on ; 

*T was merit, he said, and not presumption, 

Must carry’t; at which Ben turned about, 

And in great choler offered to go out.” 

That is a saucy touch, —that of Ben’s 
rage when he is told that presumption 
is not, before Apollo, to take the place 
of merit, or even to back it! 

The other notice is taken from a 
letter from Howel to Sir Thomas 
Hawk, written the year before Jon- 
son’s death: — 

“TI was invited yesternight to a sol- 
emn supper by B. J., where you were 
deeply remembered. There was good 
company, excellent cheer, choice wines, 
and jovial welcome. One thing inter- 
vened which almost spoiled the relish 
of the rest, —that B. began to engross 
all the discourse, to vapor extremely 
by himself, and, by vilifying others, to 
magnify his own Muse. For my part, 
I am content to dispense with the Ro- 
man infirmity of Ben, now that time 
has snowed upon his pericranium.” 

But this snow of time, however it 
may have begun to cover up the sol- 
ider qualities of his mind, seems to 
have left untouched his strictly poetic 
faculty. That shone out in his last 
hours, with more than usual splendor, 
in the beautiful pastoral drama of 
“The Sad Shepherd”; and it may 
be doubted if, in his whole works, 
any other passage can be found so 
exquisite in sentiment, fancy, and ex- 
pression as the opening lines of this 
charming product of his old age :— 


' 


“ Here she was wont to go! 1} 


and here ! 
Just where those daisies, pinks, and violets grow : 
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The world may find the Spring by following her ; 
For other print her airy steps ne’e 
Her treading would not bend a blade of grass, 


Or shake the downy blow-ball from his stalk ! 


soft west-wind she shot along, 


he went the flowers took thickest root, 


1ad sowed them with her odorous foot !” 


Before he completed “The Sad 
Shepherd,” he struck with mor- 
tal illness; and the brave old man 
prepared to meet his last enemy, and, 
if possible, convert him into a friend. 
As early as 1606 he had returned to 
the English Church, after having been 
for twelve years a Romanist ; and his 
penitent death-bed was attended by the 
Bishop of Winchester. He died in 
August, 1637, in his sixty-fourth year, 
and was buried in Westminster Abbey. 


vas 


The inscription on the common pave- 
ment stone was laid 
expresses, after a lapse of 
two hundred years, the feelings of all 
readers of the English race, — 


which over his 


grave still 


“QO RARE BEN Jonson!” 


It must be 
this epithet is sufficiently indefinite to 


admitted, however, that 


admit widely differing estimates of the 
value of his works. In a critical view, 
the most obvious characteristic of his 
mind is its bulk; but its creativeness 
bears no proportion to its massiveness. 
His faculties, ranged according to their 
relative strength, would fall into this 
rank: — first, BEN; next, understand- 
ing ; next, memory ; next, humor ; next, 
fancy ; and last and least, imagination. 
Thus, in the strictly poetic action of his 
mind, his fancy and imagination being 
subordinated to his other faculties, and 
not co-ordinated with them, his whole 
nature is not kindled, and his best 
masques and sweetest lyrics give no 
idea of the general largeness of the 
man. In them the burly giant becomes 
gracefully fetite; it is Fletcher’s Om- 
phale “smiling the club” out of the 
hand of Hercules, and making him, for 
the time, “spin her smocks.” Now the 
greatest poetical creations of Shake- 
speare are those in which he is great- 
est in reason, and greatest in passion, 
and greatest in knowledge, as well as 
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greatest in imagination, — his poetic 
power being 
** Like to the fabled Cytherea’s zone, 
Binding all things with beauty.” 

His mind is “one entire and perfect 
chrysolite,” while Jonson’s rather sug- 
The poet zz 
Ben, being thus but a comparatively 
small portion of Ben, works by effort, 
rather than efficiency, and leaves the 


gests the pudding-stone. 


impression of ingenuity rather than in- 
ventiveness. But in his tragedies of 
“Sejanus” and “Catiline,” and espe- 
cially in his three great comedies of 
“The Fox,” “The Alchymist,” and 
“The Silent Woman,” 
is thrust forward, with his towering in- 


the whole man 


dividuality, his massive understanding, 
his wide knowledge of the baser side 
of life, his relentless scorn of weak- 
ness and wickedness, his vivid memory 
of facts and ideas derived from books. 
They seem written with his fist. But, 
though they convey a powerful impres- 
sion of his collective ability, they do not 
convey a poetic impression, and hardly 
an agreeable one. His greatest char- 
acters, as might be expected, are not 
heroes or martyrs, but cheats or dupes. 
His most magnificent cheat is Volpone, 
in “The Fox”; his most magnificent 
dupe is Sir Epicure Mammon, in “ The 
Alchymist”; but in their most gorgeous 
mental rioting in imaginary objects or 
sense, the effect is produced by a dog- 
ged accumulation of successive images, 
which are linked by no train of strictly 
imaginative association, and are not 
fused into unity of purpose by the fire 
of passion-penetrated imagination. 
Indeed, it is a curious psychological 
study to watch the laborious process by 
which Jonson drags his thoughts and 
fancies from the reluctant and resisting 
soil of his mind, and then lays them, 
one after the other, with a deep-drawn 
breath, on his page. Each is forced 
into form by main strength, as we some- 
times see a pillar of granite wearily 
drawn through the street by a score of 
Straining oxen. Take, for example, Sir 
Epicure Mammon’s detail of the luxu- 
ries he will revel in when his possession 
of the philosopher’s stone shall have 








414 


given him boundless wealth. The first 
cup of Canary and the first tug of in- 
vention bring up this enormous piece 
of humor : — 

My flatterers 


Shall be the pure and gravest of divines 


Phat | can 


get for money.’ 


Then another wrench of the mind, and, 
it is to be feared, another inlet of the 


liquid, and we have this : — 


tud j 
studde 


» Sapphires, hyacinth 


, and rubies 


Glue that on, and now for another tug : — 


And then, a little heated, his imagina- 
tion is stung into action, and this re- 
finement of sensation flashes out : — 

-, | bir 4.’ 


gums of Paradise and 


And 


jerked violently out 


now we have an extravagance 


from his logical 
fancy : — 

** ] will have all my beds blowr 

Down is t i . 

But all this patient accumulation of 
particulars, each costing 
of memory or analogy, 
mulative 


produces no cu- 
word 
“strains,”’ as employed to designate the 


effect. Certainly, the 
effusions of poetry, has a peculiar sig- 
nificance as applied to Jonson’s verse. 
No hewer of wood or drawer of water 
ever earned his daily wages by a more 
conscientious putting forth of daily la- 
| Critics — and 


por. 


critics 
Ben is the most clamorous — call upon 


among the 


us to admire and praise the construc- 


, cy 
Ben JONSON, 


[October, 


tion of his plays. But his plots, admi- 
rable of their kind, are still but elabo- 
rate contrivances of the understanding, 
all distinctly thought out beforehand by 
the method of logic, not the method of 
imagination ; regular in external form, 
but animated by no living internal prin- 
ciple; artful, but not artistic; ingeni- 
ous schemes, not organic growths ; and 
conveying the same kind of pleasure 
we experience in inspecting other me- 
chanical contrivances. His method is 
neither the method of nature nor the 
method of art, but the method of arti- 
fice. A drama of Shakespeare may 


be compared to an oak; a drama by 


Jonson, to a cunningly fashioned | 
made of oak-wood, with some livi 
plants growing in it. Jonson is 
Shakespeare is great. 

Still we say, “O rare Ben Jonson! 
A large, rude, clumsy, English force, 


irritable tistic, dogmatic, and quar- 
but brave, generous, and pla- 

>; with no taint of a malignant vice 
his boisterous foibles ; cood 


il with a 
deal of the bulldog in him, but nothing 
of the i 


was ever worse than his bite ;— he, the 


spaniel, and one whose growl 


bricklayer’s apprentice, fighting his way 
4 : > =] d 


; é ‘ 
to eminence through the roughest ob- 


stacles, capable of wrath, but 


incapa- 
ble of falsehood, willing to boast, but 
scorning to creep, still sturdily keeps 
his hard-won position among the Eliza- 
bethan worthies as poet, playwright, 
scholar, man of letters, man of muscle 
and brawn ; as friend of Beaumont and 
Fletcher and Chapman and Bacon and 
Shakespeare ; and as ever ready, in all 
places and at all times, to assert 
manhood of 
and sword. 


the 
Ben by tongue and pen 
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for a 


if HOLD society responsible 
creat deal. 


I wondered once where all the dis- 


consolate came from, — where all the hu- 
man wrecks tossed up by the waves of 
misfortune received their injuries, and 
what became of those who sailed from 


port in early youth and were never 


wre. I marvelled, too, that 
so many unhappy bachelors, 


heard of m 
there were 
so many forlorn maids, so many neither 


wife nor maid ; but at all these things I 


wonder no longer. I have solved the 
problem I set myself. 


them all. 


Society makes 
o analyze society to 
Hy- 
Why 


It is you, it is I, it is 


I make mine own. 


acinth, I dare swear, makes his. 
shall ] 
both of us, and many more. Can I 

in a kaleidoscope er 


uld, | m 


one 
who 


Ah! | 


mote in t 


elieve me, sceptic, is a 


e eye, but ir ine there is 
It is I who am immaculate. 


“The king can do no wrong.” Iam a 


no beatn, 


king unto myself; but, whether king 
or commoner, how lenient I am to my 
own faults, — how intensely alive to my 
neighbor s! 

If Kubla Khan decide to build his 
pleasure dome, — nay, if he but hint at 
it, —I set myself to wonder where he 
can possibly have obtained the funds. 
Not in commerce surely. Not in that 
vulgar little furnishing-store in which 
he has toiled early and late for twenty 
years. He is doubtless a spy of the 
government, —a detective of some kind ; 
and, now that I recall it, he certainly 
was away some time during the Rebel- 
lion. In short, there are many ways 
by which he may have procured this 
money dishonestly. Rather than 
lieve my neighbor quite honest and be- 


yond reproach, 


be- 


I discuss the topic of 
his supposed fall from virtue with our 
mutual neighbors, until at last I bring 
them to the conclusion I have long ago 
arrived at, which is, if the truth were 
known, that 


} Khan is no better 
tl I 


1an the law compels him to be. 
I do this, of course, solely from a re- 
d fe 


e times, I say in my discussions, are 


Kubla 


g yr virtue, from a sense of duty. 


gar 
r1 
| 


such that one must know his associates 


thoroughly ; and so I believe, or profess 


to believe, K. K. to be a rogue rather 


ht man. 


than an honest, uprig 
Lh right to my opinion, have I 
not? Most While 


will 


ive a 
unquestionably. 


ard 
ara 


can w: I 
privilege of 
. right to traduce my 

; - mine 
- to bui 
Am I his banker, that 
? Why 
PER ee 
ht, and even 


busi 


sees ht 


lis concerns 
cannot 


help sele fice ? 


e site of the future e 
All of j 


di 

ife has been blame- 
now I 

suddenly discover that my neighbor is 


less and without reproach; but 


not trustworthy. Is this charity ? 
Perhaps I do not touch upon Kubla 
Khan and his prospective chateau at 
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all. My neighbors in the house ad- 
joining engross my attention. Come! 
let us watch for the butcher and the 
baker, that we may see what our neigh- 
bors’ fare is. I will engage that I can 
fix to a shilling the amount of their 
weekly bills. Such meanness are some 
people guilty of, that they live upon a 
sum that would not keep my boy in 
tarts. I am certain that our neighbors 
take ice but every other day in the 
summer, and if the milk they buy is 
not swill-fed, then I am no judge. The 
steaks are not porter-house, but rump- 
steaks. Last Saturday night I saw Pa- 
ter-familias bring home a smoked shoul- 
der, — not a dam, because that is much 
dearer; and—vwwill it be believed ? — 
the bonnets the girls wear are revamped 
from those of last year. Young Thread- 
paper dances attendance upon them, 
and I am sure of all low things a man 
milliner is the lowest. Two weeks ago 
Pater-familias rode down town with me, 
and I saw upon his shoe an immense 
patch, while his hat was so shiny, with 
frequent caressings from a silk hand- 
kerchief, that it seemed to be varnished 
and polished. 

His clothes are very unfashionable, 
too. He is invariably a year behind the 
style ; and how can one respect a per- 
son who does not wear garments of 
the prevalent cut? 

There must be something mysterious 
about this man. 
one to ferret it out. Let me see. 
manner is reticent. this I 
duce the fact that he has at some time 
been a convict. All men who have 
been incarcerated are just so quiet. I 
was once in a jail in Massachusetts, 


If there is, I am the 
His 


From de- 


with other persons, and one poor fel- 
low, taking advantage of our presence, 
his neighbor, whereat 
the jailer swore awfully, and punished 


whispered to 


him ; but the rest were very quiet, just 
like my neighbor. 
picious. 


It is certainly sus- 


He is economical, too. Ah! that fol- 
lows quite naturally. Remorse has 
seized him, and he is now endeavoring 
to pay off his indebtedness, or do some- 
thing else which I cannot fathom just 
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now; thus making his family suffer 
doubly for his misdeed. 

O, I cry in the pride of my heart, 
truly “the sins of the fathers are visited 
upon the children,” and I not only fix 
the nature of my neighbor’s transgres- 
sion, but the very jail in which he was 
incarcerated. 

Fool and blind that Iam! IfI had but 
a tithe of that intuition I boast, I might 
have discerned that my neighbor was 
one of those rare individuals we some- 
times read of in tracts, but seldom meet 
in the flesh, — one of those heroes who 
fight daily battles with trial, temptation, 
suffering, and privation in many shapes, 
that he may live honorably before men, 
and leave a heritage of honor to his 
children when he goeth to his long 
home. I might have seen that this man 
worked and late without 
plaint, that he might pay debts his dead 


early com- 
father incurred for his education, and 
that the poor decrepit old lady whom 
no physician can cure is his mother. 
She costs him a pretty penny for her 
support, I warrant me, and accuses him 
in her dotage with harboring a desire to 
get rid of her. What wonder if he is 
reticent to the world? Look in his eye. 
It is the eye of an honest man. Take 
his hand. ’T is a true palm, and many 
a beggar shall be refused at Dives’s 
door, but not at his. 

But he is poor; he looks downcast. 
Come, let us him with the 
breath of Let us gossip 
about him. Let us look askance at 
him, and direct our children to avoid 


beslime 


suspicion. 


his, — when they play their little hour, 
to run swiftly past that wretched abode 
of silence. 
Silence! said I. Ah! that is a queer 
silence which reigns in my neighbor’s 
dwelling. When he comes to his fam- 
ily there are shouts and laughter, and 
rosy-mouthed roisterers stand ready to 
pillage the plethoric pockets laden to 
the flaps with bananas and oranges he 
has starved himself to procure. I do 
not hear that he discusses his neig] 
bor’s affairs, or that he distils into his 
oolong one crop of bitter scandal by 
way of flavor. Nay, I am certain that 
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I might lose five hundred dollars per 
diem, and the world would be none the 
wiser through him. 

So much for externals. 

How sharply we see things which 
have no existence! How quickly we 
discern faults in our neighbors, but how 
slow we are to find out our own! 

Now I look at it, there is a grievous 
rent in my neighbor’s doublet ; but look 
at mine How it fits! Is it not 
I have a suit of charac- 


own. 
immaculate ? 
ter in \ h I am triply armed, —a 
coat of mail of reputation which I defy 
slander to pierce. The man who wrote 
“* He that 


He that is up no pride, 


lown need fear no fall, 


Hav 


nothing about human 


knew nature. 
I fancy I could teach that genius a 
thing or two. The 
action are not concealed to me. 


them all, in my 


springs of human 
Ah, 
own con- 
ceit, and no mean motive of other peo- 


no! I see 


ple escapes me. 

But how shall my neighbor fare at 
my hands in argument? Well, I trust, 
That is, provided 
he sees things as I do. 


if he agree with me. 
If he sees the 
shield to be gold, and I see it so also, 
what sagacity he has! what judgment ! 
“A man of fine talents,” I say to my 
Mark 


how quickly he grasps the same points 


son. “See that you emulate him. 


that I did, — with what nice discrimina- 
tion he avoids irrelevant matters, and 
Next to 
say in my heart, there is no 


neiShbor who could have 


treats only the main idea.” 


myself, | 


hit m 
but my 


one 
d this riddle so quickly. 

with 

gold 

er, or brass if I like, 


him dare to disagree 
i the shield is 
: are 

when I say it is sil 

a 

—and wh 

too for him,— what pit of error 
too dark for him He 
is a sophisticator, a casuist; he chases 


it depth of stultification is 
deep 


to stumble in? 


every paltry side-issue until his brains 
that he tell 
mole, 
bat; he is a blockhead, to 


cannot 


are so muddled 


oes think; he is a 


boot. 
What! 


differ from me ?— the idiot! 
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I say the shield zs silver ; how can it 
be gold? Is it not white ? doth it not 
glisten ? hath it not lustre ? what else 
can it be? 

My neighbor suggests sportively that 
it is tin; whereupon I impugn my 
neighbor’s good-sense; and that is a 
logical conclusion of the controversy. 
It does me that a 
may differ in opinion from his fellows, 
not 


not occur to 


man 


be a convicted felon or a 
disturber of the peace. 


and yet 
His views are 
his ; foolish, perhaps, from my sta: 
point ; yet, because he is not so wise as 
I, is 
tesy, to consideration and charity, — is 
he the less a fond father, a patriot, or 
an honorable man? Why insist that 
of all the world I am sagest and always 
right ? 

Why shall I break the images men 
setup? Iconoclast that I am, reflec- 
tion would show me what long years 
ago my copy-book told me, Humanum 
and that violence, intoler- 


he any the less entitled to cour- 


Cit C14 USL 
ance, and discourtesy are poor weap- 
ons to fight prejudice and bigotry with. 
Come! let us throw them aside here- 
after; let none be persecuted or de- 
rided in social circles for their opin 
ions There are more forcible 
arguments than vituperation and per- 
sonality, and if we cannot convince, let 
us be content. 

The world is made for all. When 
my Uncie Toby took the fly and let 


Sake. 


him out, he did as men should to oth- 
ers who differ in opinion. Go! Is 
to the sceptic, the world is wide enough 
for thee and me. 

At the commencement of this paper, 
I said it was no mystery where the dis- 
consolate came from, — society made 
them ; and I reassert it as my convic- 
tion that the supply is far ahead of the 
demand. I say too *many in society 
false, and not true to 
to the instinct planted 
in every human breast. 

By word or deed I convey to my 

is-a-vis in the crowded sa/on my opin- 
ion that our host’s daughter is a failure ; 
the money spent upon her education is 
thrown away. She has no air, no man- 


are hollow and 
themselves, nor 
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ner, F 
stands me, and, taking her cue, 
the cherished of her heart, : 


no tone. My under- 
goes to 
straight- 
way repeats the slander, a: smile 
and smile and are villains. 
‘Vanity of vanities, all 
the Say 


him, Is there nothing but nettles in the 


S vanity, 


saith Preacher,” and I after 


world’s garden, — nothing but noxious 


Have we no traits and senti- 


weeas . 
ments which are lofty and ennobling? 
VV hy cannot we see these an ilk abou 
them? But whoever wen 
where the guests talked 
Here is Straitlace. His wife is in 
the 


watching. 


bear 
and 


Ah, ha! 


a deli- 


country; he will the re 


Come! let us invent 


suppose, let us pry and | 


I see a letter,—a dil. 
so close 


cately scented one, a 


to me in the cars that, by the 


merest 
accident I assure you, | able to 
read the beginning, — “ Dearest of my 
soul.” 

There, that is quite enough. Dearest 


Do begin 


wive 


of her soul, indeed! 
letters in that way? Not many. 


And 


races and I roll the sweet m 


Shock- 


' 


ing! Dreadful! 


1 
our tongues, when, alter 


husband was only readir 


wrie Ss 1 


have 


rymen 


other’s business. 


y village, where 
lect community meet vari- 


ous topics for the | regeneration 


mor 


there- 


ed. I 


I am from the « ne 


have some wa\ isily noti 
nd am 
before a 


unquestionably “stu 


settled in my 


a-party is held, not to do me honor, 
ut to sit in inquest upon me and my 
family. > 

Are our virtues discussed at the in- 
quest? Have we any good qualities? 
How we 


W e 


balmorals are 


: , 
Are we not aimost 


drawl our words, for example. 


wear white skirts, when 
good en ugh for most folks. 


our children, too, because t 
bread and milk for tea, an 
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cakes. In short, how very far below our 
P 


neighbors we are in social standing ! 


to 


ve shallow dissemblers. 


disturbers of 


re- 
the 
Leave ws in peace, and possess 
itience. We are hu- 
man, and frail even as you are. 

Why 
friendshi 


of scandal, 
peace ! 


your souls in ps 


faults and virtues. 


hand of 


have 
tend the 
Why not 
ing us detest your presence, - 
} 


be courteous, instead of 


of souring our tempers, an 
th 


feel as though every one’ 


against us? 
There 
often seen 
below. She snuffe 
heareth the whispe 
’ them that traffi 


loseth lit 


enaoes oF th 


tions, and she 


adorns the secret meetings of 
spirators with her presence. 
} - ‘ +} 7, i 1 
her to the scaffold! s 
among the malefactors. Offer 
sacrifice to charity, and let none 


nay! 

Suppose I stand by when the tale 
bearer begins his monotonous sot 
what am lose by keeping si 
he tears my neighbor to piece 

There two maidens, 


fable, one hom was love 


the other was plai 


upon, 


when former spake, toads and 
her lips, while fron 


j 


r 
vy lips came diamonds and 


uni¢ ly 
uniovel eari 


| 
I know should have wooed 


and hope n, I value more 


lir } ] . 
iipS and a 


silence 
| 


golden.” I shall be when 
detractor begins his tale. 
* Teach me to hide tl 
And feel for others’ woe,” 
saith the poet, and, though he may be 
accused of uttering a platitude, | sub- 
scribe to it. 
forget, instead of enlarging upon all the 


I am willing to forgive and 


flaws, all the weaknesses, of human na- 
ture. I shall not thunder on the roor 
f some hapless wretch who has stum- 


ullen by the wayside, and cry, 
, 


yut! come out! thou villain, 
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gain, and I wil 


help him 
takers tha 


iture  ] 

kin,” saith another poet; 

rood, not bad nature, for 
how to set communi- 


hi hart 
1 his Sharp 
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council, and hold 


ye no comfort 
in the cup of tea any more which Tab- 
bies sip delectably, whil hey teat 
Miss Bright-eyes to pic There 
maggot in the shreds of 


shall lurk a 


dried beef which these modern yuls 


as they rend my fair name; and 


biscuits be as upon 
their stomachs ] 
day be upon their conscienc¢ 
lt not bear false wit 
f I am unlike you, g 
suiltless of this crying sin, 
will not condemn me, will 


make little of me, or 
men’ 


that charity for me whi 


forever. 
] hopes 
the 


es “1 
Snouilc l e nied 
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THE ROSE ROLLINS. 


PART L 


B Senor lived a few years ago in 


one of the small seaport towns 
England a solitary, friendless 
the name of John Chidlaw, — 


a gray-headed, stoop-shouldered, hol- 





low-chested person of about fifty years 
of age at the time our story begins. 
He was sober, steady, and industrious, 
and always had been so since his first 
appearance in the place, but somehow 
he never got thrift 
less, people used to say, and they got 


ahead. He was 
in the habit of calling him “Johnny,” 
and then “Old Johnny,” until nobody 
called him anything else, unless it 
were here and there some poor child 
or sympathetic woman, who said “ Un- 
cle Johnny,” with that sort of gentle 
kindness that is never bestowed on the 
prosperous. 

He did not resent anything, even 
pity, but took his hard fortune as a 
matter of course, and the heavier the 
burden, why, the more he bent 
shoulders, but he did not complain. 
Nobody had ever asked his history, — 


his 


the history of a man who has patches 
at his knees, 


out 
out, 


and whose elbows are 
is not, by those more fortunate 
persons who have no patches at their 
not 
an inter- 
John Chidlaw was, 


knees, and whose elbows are out, 
generally supposed to be of 
esting character. 
therefore, never bothered with ques- 
tions. 
Could he lift a heavy log? 
ie tend a.saw-mill? Could 
carry a hod of bricks? 
like, were the ques- 
tions that were asked him mostly; and 


Could 
he drive 
a team, or 
These, and the 
as he could say yes to any and all of 
these, and as people did not require 
him to say more, he seldom did say 
more, but lifted the log, or drove the 
team, as the case might be, in silence. 

He looked 
he was, — not 


a good deal older than 
that head 
gray, and not that his shoulders bent 


his was so 


but the rather that there 


was an utter absence of buoyancy, an 


so much, 
indurated and inflexible style and ex- 
pression about the whole man, as if, 
in fact, he You 
could not think of him as having ever 


had been born old. 
been a boy, with cherry cheeks, and 
laughing that 
careless and fleet as the wind, but he 


eyes, and steps were 
had had his boyhood and his boyhood’s 
dream, as will appear by and by. 

It had happened to him at one time 
that a saw had gone into his hand, and 
left a jagged and ugly scar across the 
back ; another time it had happened 
that 
ting 


his horse had run away, upset- 


his cart, and breaking one of his 
that he 


legs, so limped thereafter, 


and was disabled from some of the 
harder kinds of work he had been 
used to do. He had been dismissed 


by one and another, in consequence of 
his inability to make a full day’s work, 
and was sitting one day on a pile of 
bricks in the outer edge of the town 
where he lived, quite down-hearted, 
and chewing, not the cud of sweet and 
bitter fancies, but, instead thereof, a bit 
of pine stick, which he held partly in 
and partly out of his mouth. 

His eyes looked solemnly out from 
under his gray eyebrows as now and 
then a whistling teamster drove by, 
throwing a whole cloud of hot, suffo- 
cating dust over him. Sometimes a 
pedler, or some stroller with a mon- 
key on his shoulder and an organ on 
his back, would nod to him as he 
passed; but the pedler did not think 
of exhibiting his wares, nor the organ- 
man of grinding out a tune, or of set- 
ting his monkey to playing tricks, for 
the like of old Johnny. 


The sun was 
growing large toward the setting, and 
nothing had turned up, when all at 
once there was a wild whirl of wheels, 
and a crying and shouting and hold- 
ing up of hands by all the men and 
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boys al 


running 


A horse was 
On he came, gallop- 
j the old heavy- 
topped buggy to which he was at- 
tached rattled and creaked and swayed 
from side to side frightfully, — fright- 
fully, because it was in imminent dan- 
ger of being crushed all to pieces; 
and sitting still and solemnly upright, 
swaying with the buggy, and in immi- 
nent danger 


yng the road. 


away. 


ing furiously, while 


of being crushed to pieces 


too, was a child,—a_ beautiful little 
girl, with a cloud of yellow curls rip- 
pling down her bare shoulders. Her 


white dress fluttered in the wind, and 
her hat was swimming on the pond 
half a mile in the rear; but still she sat, 
sober and quiet as though she had 
been on her mother’s knees, and not 
for all the tumult and fright. 

A dozen men were in the road, 
rails in their arms, with 
which they no doubt intended to in- 
tercept the mad creature; but the best 


so much as puckering her pretty lip 


some with 


intentions fail sometimes, and the men 
with rails in their arms them 
down, and got themselves out of the 


threw 


way, as soon as the danger came near 
them. 

John Chidlaw went into the road 
among the rest, but without a rail in 
his arms. He did not, however, get 
himself out of the way,—not he. He 
threw himself with might and main 
upon the neck of the frightened beast, 
and there he held, and was dragged 
along, — half the time, as it seemed, un- 
der his very feet. 


‘hat’s you, Johnny!” “Go it! 
“Good for you!” were the cheers and 
calls of encouragement that followed 
him. The horse was valuable, and he 
was in danger of breaking his neck ; 
and what matter about John Chidlaw! 
He had no friends ! 
not to be thus stimu- 
lated, if they had but known it: he 
had been stimulated sufficiently al- 
ready, by the tossing hair and fair 
face of the little girl, to peril his life, 
and he was not the man to look back 
when he had his hand to the plough. 
The blood besmeared his face, and 


He required 
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streamed down his neck, and wet his 
shirt-bosom and sleeves, and still the 
cried, “Hold on, Johnny!” 
They thought he was being battered 
to death, though the blood was from 
the mouth of the horse, for the en- 
tire weight of the man 
dragged by the bit. 

At the toll-gate an old woman ran 
out with a broom,—she could have 
shut the gate, but did not, —and when 
Johnny had stopped the horse, which 
he did a little farther on, she told him 
that but for his being in the way she 
could have stopped the beast at once, 
and that, if he was as badly battered 
as he she would be at the 
pains of getting the poor-house cart, 
and seeing that he was carted away! 
The old carriage was surrounded in 
a few minutes, and the child lifted 
out, and kissed and coaxed, and pet- 
ted and praised, and fed with candies 
and cakes, and handed from the arms 
of one to another; and the feet and 
legs of the horse were carefully ex- 
amined, and he was dashed with cool 
water, and combed and rubbed, and 
petted and patted, and given a variety 
of either grand or endearing names ; 
but nobody looked after Johnny, and 
the only kindness shown him was that 
of the old woman with the broom. 

But even Fortune tires of frowning at 
last, and the time of her relenting to- 
ward John Chidlaw was at hand. 

He was washing 


voices 


was being 


seemed, 


the blood from his 
puddie, when the 
man who owned the horse and buggy 
came breathlessly up. 
friend,” he said, slapping him on the 


face in a wayside 


“My good 
shoulder, “ you have saved my child’s 
life!” And then his slipped 
from shoulder to waist, and he posi- 
tively hugged the astonished Johnny, 
who was almost awe-struck at first, 
for the hugger was well to do, and he 
that was hugged was exceeding poor, 
as the reader knows. 

“My name,” he said, introducing 


hand 


himself, “ is Hilton, David Hilton, and 
I keep the ferry at the lower end of 
the town; should n’t wonder if‘I could 
put business in your way! 


You can 
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anything, 


I 
tly 


John Chidlaw 
k 


a canoe, 
, 
{ 


“1 
Sall- 


ness was to carry butch- 


‘ead, poultry, and vege- 


1ich 

tuated 

the hills above the opposite sh 
aye eae 


the market-town in 


wi 


» the great hotels si 


re. 


Was at <¢ 


nce 
man. He had 
. 


The Rose Rollins,” and 


her as neat and trim as she could be. 
re 1 : 


a sailor’s 


1al pride, and used 


phrases he could muster. 


rs got the better of their stoop, 


and his chest of its hollowness, in 
wonderfully short time ; l 
when he 


on his hand, 


was asked 


he answered t! 
mn hi hey hal 1 

been bitten by a whale when 
ing confidence, 
wisdom. The 

tin ee 
suessed she < 
herself old 
that, and at "e 
milli 


trust sailor 


went aboard. 


was a laden with boxes 


the ladies in the opposite hotels, an 
he first female iwer 
] 


passer! 
1 had;- 


the 


ritimate 


Rose h 


trade 


merchan- 
and not the transportation of men 


was 
dise, 
and women; but occasionally, as his 


confi grew, he had taken a pas- 
ferry, on 


his own hook, as he phrased it. 


senger or two across the 


“T took such a wiolent fancy to 

me ©’ your wessel,” says the milli- 
ner, “and that is how I come to take 
passage with you. 
little thing, though ? 

“Trim as a gal o’ 
* But 


lade yourself o 


Ain’t she a nice 


sixteen !” says 
better un- 
your merchandise, and 


y the sail some ?” — and 


John. had n’t 


, 


you 


hx 


PDP ~lleasec 
Lollins. 
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boxes from her 


1c 


good ! 

And then 
skirts, flirted 
them about as she adjusted them, and 
then sl 


Si 


you ’re 


the milliner, quite blushing. 


her 


wery Lys 


she i ljusted ana 
12 nnhed I > b . > : - 
1e untied her bonnet-strings and 
knotted them 1 
> world but the pleasure 
n in ribbon apparently ; but 
-hidlaw thought he had never ir his 
fe seen such a graceful and enchant- 
He 
. . 5 a é 
directly, and offered to spread 


the 


x, performance. brought his 
jacket 
board on which she 


it over was 


Sitti 
] ? , 
“Oh, you re wery cood, wery good, 


I am but I 


ir, ’m ivin’ 


trouble 


i¢€ 


a-g you 


too much ’— and, saying so, 


+ 
at 


y rose and allowed the se 
hi n¢ ] as proposed. The 
he bright ribbons, 

in the man’s 
hus employed. 


ys the milliner, witl 


innocent strings 


n against her bosom 


-OUNT ; 
Thy, | 
fust, and then 
’-bird, 


things to me, both 


a butterfl 


’t was 


hummi and them 
em.’ 
The 


first 


woman 


flattered. 
not 


was 


place she was young, — not 


,—and 
he had addressed her as “miss” ; and 


in the next place his comparing her 


much younger than he, in fact 


ribbons to butterflies and humming- 
birds seemed the same as a personal 
compliment. 

“O Captain!” 
“did you think so, werily? 
she changes 


she says, coloring up, 
” and then 
the subject, and talks 
about the appearance of the clouds, and 
the prospect of rain. “I suppose you 
old sailors can tell, purty much,” she 
says, “whether it’s a-goin’ to rain, or 
whether the clouds will ewaporate into 





Ait pi 


itry, 


n, in gallar myself 
t struck him as elegant. was w 
the observat on, a her e} 


him. “I guess gives 


» long 


wenter 
hile ¢ 


worth woue to 


fem welwets, 


Vas ntwe: 


again, 
ness. 
lee - 
he 1dea, that, 
} . } . l¢ } 
her fabulous wealth, deal- 


more 


to a person of 


the like, a fa 


be 


ts and 


“19 er’ 
POSSIDIy an opject, 
to mag- 


irt. 


time 
++ hi 
tion On His Ow! 


$ money,” says the milliner, 

denying of that ; and it has 

on account o’ which I 

tain walue upon it ; but just for 
fell ir 


sake I can’t say that I do walue_ she 


1 


und above!” 


iu OVeT 
“T hevn’t h miserable 
John, “1 I ’ve hed enough, se 
come into know 
hed to keep it a-chinkin’ into my pocket 


earning 


business, to ! if drinkir 


then, find 


value it much.”’ 


orrected himself, and said _ tice 


great stress of indignation, 


you how money is waluable lain! the 


4a Wi 


we were talking of the walue of 


gereen-grocer 


to il 


excCiaimec 
} 
t 


nothin 


, 


himself, 
in the 
used. 
uld be ome 
your con 
milliner, 
next moment 
nnet-st ] 


n the 


rings 
spri 


l trifles, — one of 


ction with another. 
cot what sot 


you 
yhn, interrupting her 
kerried me away 


How 


on, 


ou 
n on ‘t too. 


T 7 
as 1 know 


r you touch so intere 


how 


you 


things : 
cle WE SKY. 


. Pail 
stige o’ clear 
eyes 


She cast down her 


poke with a sweet serious- 


I can mah 


en 


wery lonely 
, but on the whol 


o the wery werge 


love, at seventeen, 
that turned out 
ond, inwesting 


whiskey and rum, and 


himself. 


John; — and 


cried 
¢ that he had not done jus- 
s feelings, he repeated, with 
“ The wil- 


black-hearted willair 
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he never dared to lay violent — wiolent, 
I mean —hands onto you!” 

‘‘ Dear me, how my heart wibrates !” 
says the woman, — “not so much with 
the memory of what I have suffered as 





manifest 
h a—such a wery kind feeling to- 
ward me now!” 


at—that anybody should 





How anybody that seen you should 
‘a’ helpt from doin’ on ’t,” says the 


boatman, “is awful curus to me 


‘Law mercy, how selfish I am, 
never offering you a seat all this 
while!” says the artful woman. And 
she hitched along, and smoothed out 


the jacket. 
‘Well, whatever your trouble ’s been,’ 
1 2 , . 7 
says John, “I hope your red on ’t 
It was an ingenious method of 


Say ne 

ying 

he hoped the vagabond was out of the 
way. 

He turned toward her as he spoke, 


ind the wind once more fluttered the 
ribbons in his face. She lifted her 
d to draw them back. “ Don’t you 
| 


ye a-mindin’ on ’em,” says Jol 


‘they 








’re just as sweet as rose-leaves, and I 
lik » hev em a-blowin’ over me so.” 
You may smile, reader, if you will, 
but you would not smile if you had seen 
he soul yearning in the eyes of the 
if you had heard the pleading 
in the sad sincerity of his tone. He 
vas fifty years old now, and I dare say 
1 woman’s: ribbon had never touched 
him till then. He was wr nd 
gray, and old to look upon, but his 
heart in its tender sentiment was as 
fresh and young as a boy’s. 
o, with the ribbons fluttering on his 


cheek, and his boat drifting as it would. 
John Chidlaw listened to the st 
the woman’s life, and as Desdemona 


laved } 
ioved ft 


» 
Lie 


Moor for the dang 
passed, so he loved her for the 
she had bor 


ne. 


Yes, Captain,” she says, trou- 
bles is over now, pretty much. I’ve 
been a widder this ten year,” — (he 
hitched a little closer.)—‘“I ’ve been 


a widder, and I ’ve had peace o’ mind, 
and I ’ve laid up money ; but, law 
when a body has nobody to lay 
what ’s the use?” 


me 


up for, 
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enough, what is the 


John. 


use 
on ’t?” 

“Why, it’s no use,” she answers ; 
“it’s wanity and wexation! that’s what 


ist” 


says 


“ Wanity and wexation !” he repeats. 

And then she says, if anybody had 
ever showed a warm heart toward her, 
she ’d ’a’ been a to 
what she is. 

“A different woman!” says John. 
“ How different to what you be?” He 
could not conceive of the possibility of 
a difference for the better. 

“Why, I would ’a’ been ten year 
younger and ten year smarter,” says 
the widow, “and then may be some- 
body might ’a’ took a notion to me! 
Who knows ? We women never cease 
to hope, you know!” 


different woman 


“ And hev n’t they, as ’t is?” says 
John, eagerly bending toward her. 
“What a saucy Captain you 


ask me such questions ! ” 


are, to 
— and she put 
him gently back with her white hand. 
*“ But here we are 


rie 


almost ashore! 
and she began gathering up her band- 
boxes and paper parcels with great 
energy. 
“1 thought 
take my says John, with 
a soft reproach in his voice. 

“Did I? O, then I will!” she an- 


swers, with the most innocent air possi- 


} 


rou said you was a-goin’ 


\ 
to advice ? 


ble, and leaning quite across his knee 
“ What is 
But you must bear 
walue of the welwets. 
the lot, of 
worth 


to replace one of her boxes. 
your acdwice, now ? 
in mind the I’ve 
a wermilion 
a wast deal; and 
you know welwet, when it’s once wet, 
looks just like a drownded cat. No 
dressing can make anything of it. Some 


one bonnet in 


color, that’s 


mty ladies does n’t.” 
‘“‘T never knew clouds look like them,” 
says John, “ when it 


ladies wears it, but 


did n’t pour ; and, 
if you take my adwice, you ’ll stay just 
where you be.” 

“T’ll take adwice,” says the 
widow, touching his hand lightly with 
her soft fingers, and smiling upon him 
with that unpremeditated coquetry that 
always makes a woman charming. It 


your 


was especially charming to this man, 
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for no woman had ever smiled upon him 
like that; and then to think she had 
asked and accepted his advice, withal! 
It was enough to turn his head, and it 
did. 

“T°ll take your adwice, Captain,” she 
says, “and keep the welwets dry, for it 
would cost a pretty penny to replace 


that wermilion, to be sure! I shall lose 


some time by it; and time is money. 
But what ’s money but wanity and wex- 
ation, when nobody has a warm heart 
toward us?” 

John Chidlaw sighed a long, 


; long 
sigh, 


and then he turned his boat about 
and they sailed back again. By and 
by, as if to push him toward his fate, 
there flashed down a few big drops of 
rain. The sun was shining all the 
but he himself, 
worked with 


while, 


bestirred and 


a will, 


and the widow lent 
her little hindering help, and directly 


the canvas was spread and securely 
drawn down, and they were sitting be- 
neath it, side by side, cosey as could 
She became more communicative 
told what street she 
was born and who her father was. 

“ What! not —— Street, of our town 
here? And Peter 
Rollins, too ?’ 

“Yes, 
satin-lined 
wery tiptop. 


be. 


now, and him in 


your father’s name 
coffin-maker, 
silver-screwed! The 
None but quality come to 
When I was a little girl, I used to 


Peter ‘Rollins, 


and 


him. 
get into ’em, when we played hide and 
seek. 


been 


Why, if you believe me, I ’ve 
into many a hundred-dollar one, 
and had my head into the satin piller of 
it! That’s the way I happened to cul- 
tiwate a taste for satins and welwets and 
the like, I guess.” 

She did 
her companion that he had known her 
father, but went on for half an hour 
without once stopping to take breath. 

“ Ah, Captain,” she says, “ I ’ve been 
world ! 


not heed the intimation of 


I was born 
to riches and a proud position, but I 
married beneath 


dethroned in the 
me, a poor green-gro- 
cer that turned out a wagabond ; and in 
my trials with him, I lost all my good 
looks ; for I may say, without wanity, 
that I was good-looking in my girlish 
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days, and lost all my wiwacity, and 
come to be the sober, staid old woman 
you see me.” 

“Old woman, to be sure! says 
John. “Why, nobody would think o’ 
callin’ you old. You look a’most like a 
girl o’ sixteen to me!” 

“O Captain!” says the widow; and 
then she says his sight must be fail- 
ing, though his eyes do look so un- 
common bright ; then 


it) 


and she 
with a little sigh, that she is upwards 
of forty. 

She had observed John’s wrinkled 
face, and her confession was not with- 
out method, though she might have 


says, 


added five to the forty years, if she had 
chosen to be very accurate. 


“Up’ards 0’ ty 


forty ! says John, 
charmed alike with her sincerity and 
her well-preserved beauty. ‘“ Why, I 
snum, you might marry a man 0’ twen- 
ty-five any day, if you had a mind.” 

“ Ah, Captain, but I have n’t the mind. 
I want a man —that is, if I ever wen- 
ter to marry agin — who is older than 
myself, —say from ten to fifteen year 
older. I would n’t be so wery particu- 
lar.” And then she says to John, — for 
a possibility crosses her mind, — “ Does 
your family live hereabouts ?” 

John blushed up to his eyes. “ Fam- 
ily!” never was so for- 
tinate as to hev one.” 

“ Not even a wife, to be sure?” 

“No, miss.” 


says he. “I 


And then he says he 
never expects to hev one. 

‘Law, Captain, why? if I may wen- 
ter.” 

“ Cause 


miss ; 


nobody ’d hev me, 
and to say truth, I never thought on ’t 
much till 


this voyage” 


sense we ’ve been a-takin’ 
and he glanced at her 
slyly, and touched the ends of her rib- 
bon. 

“ And what could ’a’ put it into your 
head now, Captain Chidlaw ?” 

“Can you ask me that in airnest ?” 
says John, still holding the ribbons as 
for dear life. “Then I must tell you 
to just look into the glass, and you ’Il 
see what.” 

“© Captain, you ought to be ashamed 


to plague a poor lone woman like me 





J? I> 3}, 
NOSE Noilins. 


' you, wery, 
to box your 


+ han 
r little hanc 


na sweetly I cing manner. 
seized the hand and kissed it, 
and then, frightened at himself, ran to 
the other end of the boat and looked 


hard at the clouds. 
= back!” 
boat ’ll 


set, with me at one end and you at 


come back! come 


screamed the widow; “the 


enough ! 


“ Sure 
went sheepishly back, and again seated 


says John, and he 


himself by her side. 


She gave him a little tap on the ear, 


and asked if he would promise 


r to run away and frighten her so 
again 
John said 


] - 14 ; 
ne wouid promuse 


her any- 
be. 


thing in 
er to grant; and he 


the world that was in his pow- 


looked at her with 


such adoration that the woman over- 


came the coquette, or the coquette the 


woman, — which shall | y ?—and 


she went as far from the “dangerous 
e, and told 


edge of things” as possible 
him demurely that the only promise she 
listen to 


should 


exacted was, that he 


the long and techin’ story of her life. 


It all came back upon ind she felt 


if she must tell to somebody. 
“May be, 


as 
don’t want to 
hear it? 

rg May 
How can you ?” 
And she began: — 

“TI told you, Captain, that 1 had been 
I have, 


throned, and brought low, 


de- 


— wilely 


dethroned, and 


y my own 


woluntary act.” 


* Dear heart ! “so much 


says John, 
the worse, if it was woluntary, so few 


pities you. 


“Ah, that’s it,” says the widow; 
“nobody pities me,—nobody in the 


wide 


world has got a warm heart to- 


She 
the tears came to her 


ward me.” broke quite down, 
and 
“What may your name be? 


John, seizing both her hands and gaz- 


eyes. 


says 


ing tenderly in her face. 
“Why do you ask? I’m but a tran- 


sient wisitor to your boat; you can’t 
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me; and 


Oo me 


1 someti 


position 


1y father’s 


therefore cons 
and my married name 
a wagabond, and I despise i 
inwent a nal for 


-“t'a 


John, slipping his arm round | 


mercy S 


r LOVES Si 


close to 


and 


— my woice went 


with t ! my attractions when 


} ] 
nad a 


I Was dt throned l hice woice 


If we could have met then! 
!” says John, “ wha 
hes ben, I would n’t 


» sweeter than what it is now 


i] +} 


me back to the 


hope in ’em,— the years when I 


years thz 


ee 
KCTT1Iecs 


boy, and it 


‘ Say 
heart a eady tells m that 


you 


and she began to pout. 
, ‘our 


up 


ieSS uS:! Says ;onn; 


aground. I was so took 
Rose, that 
down 
storm 
you can’t blame me 
ar Rose, as what I 
Can you forgive me ? 
ive you?” cries vi 
reproac “Can you forget that I 
am undertaker’s daughter ? 
This 
clear meaning to the mind of John 
Chidlaw ; bu ] 


Vu 
own dulness, and as this struck him 


an 
speech did not convey any very 


he attributed that to his 


as being very great, somehow or oth- 


er, though he could not tell how, he 
bowed his head in shamefaced silence. 

In spite of what he had said about 
in love in his youth, the widow 


He had said “ our 


being 
took great courage. 





i n 
The Rose 


»,—her real name, 


She could 


Islip 
ling time 
>? She 

its pathos, 


most 


, or rath- 

hter, with 

:cts before me 

a wile wagabond of 
er, for 


1 
such he was who 


the satin pillers my young 


i ea among, ana give me 


7 ] - ] } s+41] - 
husks, and cold wittles, and 


John. “The 


" .2 
i would 
d, like 


> and 


came to the worst; 


ials she had with the 
rabond, she said, she could have 

itl but for one nasty hab- 
‘And 


lks into his sleep,” 


in¢ hi ] ! 
nto his sieep 


and a torment to 
10 tongue can 


says John, “ you 


divorced, and to 


ave recovered big damages into the 
To think that the 
dared to walk into his sleep, and fright- 
But the 
manufactured 


c 
h 
I 


argain. willain 


en a poor timid dove like you! 


. : . sia 
heartS Oo some coes seen 


> Rollins. 
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’n was one on ’em, | 
1 say wisely, some 
widow; “but 

And she 


c 


dr 
e his hand a « onfiding lit- 


And then she that, 


says 
once married, diworce isn’t 
the asking,— “you are tied for 
And then 


r to the p/’int. 


and all.” 


brings he 
“To be dethroned was bad enoug! 


says she; “and then to see 
dowery conwerted into whiske« 


it was dewoured 


my roy 


by him, the sat 
ing took continual ; but what w: 
of 
into his sleep ! 


was that he 
I tried 
wile habit 


intolerable all 
every 
that 
and I scol 


cive 


contrawene the 
be inwented. I coaxed 
and I got up late, and I him 
i a little 
swaller anything that id a 


} 
L 


» aie 
ar WILD 
1d 


woul 


wine 


he 


2s . ° 
vhiskey Into if, - 


drop of whiskey into it,—and I prewailec 
d, that 
I prewailed onto him to inwest ir 


wiolin and play onto that till lat 
I 


‘ = a +}: 
on him to sing psalms, at failing, 


itoa 
into 


g that 


the midnight, thinking by means 
his witality would be exl 1, and 
he would lie into his bed like any other 


man; but lo and behold! 
+} 


into t 


he inwested 
1e wiolin a-Monday, and a-Mon- 


day night he played till along towards 


ten o’clock, and I got clean wore out, 
iys I, ‘ Do leave off playing onto 


d, s: 


an 
1 ‘ a oe I. ‘for »e head —_ 
that wiolin, Says 1, “for my head aches 
like all possess’; and with tl 


bed, and 


at he up 
le I 


sto] 
Lich, 


and went to after a whi 
hears something fingering the I: 


onto my elbow, and 
‘Dan’, 
a-trying to break in, as sure as you’re 


riz in 


whisper, 


and | 


says, 


a there’s a 


alive!’ He did n’t answer, and thinks 
says I, the wiolin has done it, and he is 
a-sleeping with a wengeance, and then 

along, and says I, ‘ Dan’l, 
Dan’1!’ but still then I 
felt for the piller, and there was no 


I feels 
no answer ; 
head onto it, and I scraped a match, 
and it went out, and I scraped another, 
and it went out, and I scraped another, 
and a leetle blue flame just started and 
flickered, and before I could see what 


it was a-fumbling at the door, z¢ went 
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out. Thinks says I, I'll make sure 
work now ; and I took two of the nasty 
things into my hand and scraped so 
hard I crushed them all up together, 
and they flashed out and seared my 
finger-ends and burnt a hole into my 
nightgownd-sleeve, and, seeing I was 
like to burn up, I slapped my arm with 
all my might, and at last I slapped the 
flame down, and at last, by persewer- 
out; and yet I 
had n’t seen a thing, but I could feel 


ance, I slapped it 


the hole into my nightgownd-sleeve, and 
my arm all burnt into a light blister. 
‘Dan’l!’ says I again; but Dan’l did n’t 
answer, and then I was full sure it was 
him, and I scraped with a steadier 
hand, and the match—it was one 
of them nasty lucifers, may be you 
know —” 

“Yes, I’ve heerd tell on ’em,” 
John. 

And 


on: 


says 


the wretched 


“It was one of them n 


woman went 
sty luci- 
fers, and it choked me so I could not 
find the and though I could 
just see a ghostly ol 


I could 


candle ; 
ject at the door, 
not tell at all whether it was 
Dan'l or not, for he never looked like 
himself he 
sleep ; and the match —they are noth- 
but you know— was 
burning closer and closer to 


when walked into his 


ing splinters, 
my fin- 
gers, and I just dabs it wiolently into 
the washbowl, and puts it And 
*‘Dan’l! Dan’l! 


he answers, ar 


out. 


then says I, again ; 
and this time 


‘You 


mouth !’ 


id says he, 


wixen,’ says he, ‘shi 


hat, and 
all the dark I wentered after him, 
and grabbed and ketched him by the 
end of neck-tie, and hild with 
all my might; and at that he began 
to wociferate at the top of his woice, 
and, thinks says I, better than rouse 


“ There was no mistaking t 


in 


his 


all the neighbors and have them broke 
o’ their rest, I'll just let him go and 
walk into his sleep till he’s satisfied. 
I took the key out of the door, and 
then I tried to find my way back, for, 
thinks says I, Ill retire and take my 
rest anyhow, and, if you believe it, I 
was so turned round I could n’t find 
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the piller! So I went feeling here 
and there, and every minute I come 
pack to him, and every time I touched 
him he wociferated at the top of his 
woice; and then I’d say, ‘ Dan’l, it 
was n’t woluntary!’ and then Id feel 
and feel by the chairs and the wall, 
and by one thing and another, as a 
body will when they can’t see, and the 
first thing I’d know I’d be right back 
to him agin. My blistered arm, mean- 
time, was a-burning like fire, but, thinks 
says I, it’s no use, I can’t find the 
water-pitcher, I’m so turned 
and I just where I 
and there I sot till daylight, blowing 
all my breath away onto my arm, and 


round ; 


sot down was, 


the minute I could see I made for the 
pitcher; but, happening to take it by 
the snout instead of the handle, away 
it went, and spilt all the water, and 
broke the pitcher past all mending, 
and a fine pitcher, too!—one that my 
own father give me in cholera times, 
when his business was at the best.” 
ms says John Chidlaw, 
“it’s enough to make a body’s blood 
run cold!” And then 
does n’t wonder she’s agin matrimony! 


declare,” 


he 


says he 
’ 


Now the widow had said nothing 
of the sort, and stoutly protested that 
had not, but that, on the con- 
trary, she thought it an adwantage to 


she 


any woman to be married, prowided 
indiwidual that had 
toward 


she could find an 
a warm heart her; to which 
John replied that she had found such 
a one; 


and she answered, “ How you 


do go on!” and resumed her story. 


“Well, a-Tuesday night he took to 
the wiolin again, and played and played 
and played and played all the old dan- 
cing tunes in creation, and I sot by and 
never said a word till 
come, and till twelve 
come, and then till one o’clock come, 
and then till two o’clock come, and at 
last, thinks says I, my brain will go 
wild, and says I, ‘Dan’l, I ain’t a bit 
sleepy, but I do feel some as if I could 
go to sleep if you’d just keep on 
a-playing ; I’ve got kind o’ used to it, 
and I don’t believe I can go to sleep 
without it.’ With this he flung the 


‘leven o'clock 


then o’clock 
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wiolin into the cradle, — my father had 
presented me with a cradle that he had 
made out of some boards that had been 
used once and rejected on account of 
knots, but just as good, you know, — 
and then and 
he never walked into his sleep that 
night 
“You little thing!” 
John, with her 
and hugging her close. 


he flounced into bed, 


cries 
smartness, 
“Who but 
you would ever ’a’ thought on ’t? Such 


a sleek deception !” 


cunnin’ 
overcome 


“ Well, a-Wednesday night he would 
n’t touch his wiolin, and that night, 
or rather along towards morning, he 
walked into his sleep, and a-Thursday 
night he would n’t play a stroke agin; 
in wain I put the wiolin into his sight 
and that night he just dewoted himself 
to walking, — making himself wisible to 
So thinks says I, 
this won’t do ; and a-Friday night, says 
I, I says to him, says I, ‘1 hate the 


the neighbors, even. 


old wiolin,’ says I; ‘and I’ve a good 
notion to burn it up!’ 

‘You just wenter!’ says he, and 
it up and slants it agin his 
and turns his head kind a 
all the time a-keeping his 
eye onto me, and he seesaws and see- 
saws till I falls asleep into my chair, 
and then he seesaws and seesaws till 
still 
his head is kind a sideways, and his 
wiolin agin his shoulder, aslant like, 
just as if he had n’t moved; and then 
I pertends to sleep, and I pertends 
and pertends and pertends, and at 
last pertence is clear wore out, and 
I wakes up like, and I says, says I, 
‘Dan’l, it must be a’most ten o’clock, 
ain’t it??—I knew it was daylight. 


he takes 
shoulder, 
sideways, 


I wakes and rubs my eyes, and 


And all at once his wisage changed, 
| 


and t 


shoulder, 


1e wiolin fairly dropt from his 
hild up his head 
that had been kind a sideways all that 
while, and went to bed peaceable as 
a lamb, he did, and for the rest of 
the night he didn’t walk into his 
sleep at all!” 


and he 


“You angel!” 
round him so.” 
“Just wait,” 


says John, — “to get 


says the widow; 
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“there’s something a-coming that ’ll 
A-Satur- 
day night says I, ‘I feel like dancing,’ 
says 1; ‘so, Dan’l, give us. one of 
your liveliest tunes!’ and with that I 
began to hop about like a lark. Of 
course he was took in, and wio- 
lin was n’t touched; but O how he 
did walk into his sleep! Wisible to 
everybody ! 


make you open your eyes. 


the 


In wain I argued that 
walking into sleep was wulgar, in wain 
I coaxed, and in wain I cried, — though 
tears will sometimes when 
nothing else will, that is, if they ain’t 
too woluntary. 


prewail 


Some women seems 
to shed ’em woluntary, and then they 
are not so prewailing, which it 
never 


was 
Captain, never! I 
cried for sheer spite and for nothing 
else ; it was always the way with me, 
especially after I was dethroned ; and 
when tears did n’t prewail, thinks says 
I, I must take took 
it, —adwice here and adwice there, — 


my case, 


-<ae > 
adwice, which I 


and one adwised one thing and one 
another; but the adwice I 
adwice that it liked to 
me where I never 


took was 
have landed 


should have seen 
the light of this blessed day, nor seen, 
nor seen, nor seen — you!” 

John put both arms round her in- 
stead of one, and held her fast, lest 
she might vanish like a phantom. 

“You seem so like a sweet wision 
of the night!” And then he 
asked her what was the wicious adwice. 

“T do if I’d wanish, sure 
enough,” says the widow, “ if it was n’t 
for your wine-like arms a-holding me 


he said. 


feel as 


up so nice, for I never can repeat this 
part of my sufferings without being 
quite wanquished, — just a leetle closer, 
if you please ; now your shoulder, so 
that it will catch my head if it should 
happen to fall. 
the adwice 


You have wisely called 
which I was adwised to 
wicious,” says she; “but what will 
you , hear the adwice 
which I was adwised? Nerve your- 
self up, Captain, but don’t let go of 
me, not the least bit, I am so liable 
to be wanquished by my 
There, that ’ll 
it’s all because of my fear. 


say when you 


feelings. 
do,—the dear knows 


Well, the 
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adwice I was adwised was, as you 


wisely said, wicious,— indeed it 
—and yet 


adadwice 


was 


wery wicious, the woman 


t 1 : ] +} 
that she adwised the 


or 


was 
ice,—the wife 
j 


ana 


a 
woman 
of 
of 
her 


) she 


ana Si 


wast experier 
mother 
this, 
Once, 
thread-lace al- 
Cap- 


ges, cs- 


a wiolent drinker, the 


fourteen children. More than 


ither had been constab! 


wore French 


} oO , . 
rether: Would you pose, 


isidering her at 


het aad her 


} 
ds 
he «¢ ould have lwise d me 
was unadwis sable § ,* 


hould n’t a-dreampt on 
‘aptain ; 
it 


she that 


consent 


to 
now that I ’ve 


TION 


HERE is y living 
at Hartford, in Connecticut, whom 


United States has to be 


ed 


permitted 


foreignet Her 


By 


taxe } 
taxes, KC 


her livelihood 


earns 


try she has ared 


re 
the Common 
active 


service of 


warm and for cou ntry 


Id 


a good cit- 


when around her 
} 


hostile ; 


many were ct 


or 
—in a word, she is 
izen. 

More than that: 
citizen. T 


she is an illustrious 
he United States st 


in the 


inds high- 


er to-day regard of civil- 


be 


every 
Christendom because 
the United States. She 
is only woman yet produced on 
the of 
the world assigns 
ature 


ized in 


she in 
the 


continen America to whom 
equal rank in liter- 
great of 


the admi- 


authoresses 
in addition to 


with the 


Europe. If, 


l Copyright. [October, 
sot out, 
to 
to some 
like 


I’ve 


to rev 


veal 
ll, 
was 


me 


for I never expected 
anybody, unless it was 


it 
It 


to— we 


one that either was, or 


to be, my husband. Dear , 
much !” 


undertook too 


‘There,” says the enraptured lover ; 
“now can’t you go on ?” 
’t know,” says t 


blushing, but not 
oom 

‘Try, 
tain, 


dertook 


withdraw 


Sarns you 
Well, 
not if it 


consa 


wont 


ill } 
IW 100K 


wid 


then, quite s ‘PI in rself upon 
his arm, s! oped her eyelids mod- 


estly and retin 
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rable talents w she is 
to 


excellent 


ith which 
chanced 
the 
e had t 
artist, and 
I All 


tiie 


dowed, she had posse 


one more, name ly, 
of | plo dding, s] 


TI 


peen a CC 

had produ i 

else she 

ad iscriminat 
ic m 
ad hz 

s enal we l 


her to render 


precise service 
Others talked 
it. 


fairest 


see 


showed anc 


its foulest aspect revealed 
working. 

er was nor a kinder | 
“U Tom’s Cabin” 
ee: odium of the revelation fell 


the 7 


; she 
average and ord 


nev 


inary 
a fairer 
than ncle 
ling, not upon the unhappy 
tals who were born and reared under 
its shadow. The reader felt that 

gree was but far more, the 
victim of slavery than Uncle Tom, 
and the effect of the book was to con- 
centrate wrath upon the system which 


Le- 


not less, 
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tortured the slave’s body and damned 
the Wonderful 
of genius! hovels 


fields whicl 


soul. 
The 
this 


master’s magic 
and cotton- 
authoress_ scarcely 
all the world see, and 

idly and more truly than 
world ever remote 


unassisted 


made 
can see 
own 


» healt 
cul 


1 and stupid in what 


eyes. 
+ 


fas 
ately 


imme concern us, un- 
roused and enlightened by 
hom we call 
399 


ated, 


the hu- 


Those W 
” or “the educ 
in ten of 

10 by some chance 
and thus came under 
the class whom Mrs. 
state the amount 

has done, is 

to do. Mr. 


preface to the Rus- 


he has recently done 


service to translate, in- 
2 little 


oy : 
butea power! 


the publication of 


Russian 
col- 
The 
but it 
saled serfdom to the men who had 

on } 1] 


+} 
or the 


book was merely a 
lection of sketches, 
MW 


iemoirs of a 


entitled 
oportsman 
midst 


of it their lives 


seeing it. I othing is 

this world, till the search- 

1 sympathetic genius falls 

is Russian nobleman, Tur- 

in every sense, saw serf- 

showed it to his countrymen. 
was read by the present 
age 


Emperor, and /e saw serfdom ; and he 
has since declared that the reading of 
that little book was “one of the first 
incitements to the decree which gave 
freedom to thirty millions of serfs.” 
All the reading public of Russia read 
it, and ¢hey saw serfdom; and thts 
a public opinion was created, without 
the support of which not even the ab- 
solute Czar of all the Russias would 
have dared to issue a decree so sweep- 
ing and radical. 

We cannot say as much for “ Un- 
cle Tom’s Cabin,” because the public 
opinion of the United States which per- 
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mitted the emancipation of the slaves 
was of longer growth, and was 
result of 


the 
a thousand influences. But 
consider that the United 
States only just escaped dismember- 


when we 


ment and dissolution in the late war, 
and that two great powers of .Europe 
were only prevented from active inter- 
ference on behalf of the Rebellion by 
that public opinion which “ Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin ” 


sified, we n 


had recently revived and inten- 
at least believe, that, if 
whole influence of that work could 


1 triumph 


the 
have been annihilated, the fina 
of the Unite: 


deferre 


l States might have been 
1, and come only after a series 
of wars. That book, we 


may almost 


say, went into every household in the 
civilized world which contained one 
person capable of reading it. And it 


was not an essay; it was a vivid exhi- 
—it was not read from a sense 

get knowl- 
it was read with passion ; it was 
} 


ht read- 
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of duty, nor from a desire to 


people sat up all nig 
’ 


devoured ; 
i hose who could read 


read it to 
those who could not ; and hundreds of 


thousands who would never have read 
layed upon the stage. Who 
many sol- 


it saw it 
shall how 
diers that book added to the Union 
army? Who 1 


presume to say 
shall estimate its influ- 
ence in hastening emancipation in Bra- 
zil, and in preparing the amiable Cu- 
bans for a similar measure? Both in 
Cuba and Brazil 
read with the most passionate interest. 

If it 
political effect of this work, we may 
at least assert that it gave a thrilling 
pleasure to ten millions of human be- 


the work has been 


is impossible to measure the 


ings,— an innocent pleasure, too, and 
We may 
also say, that, while enjoying that long 
ten 


one of many hours’ duration. 


delight, each of those millions 
was made to see, with more or 
clearness, the great truth that man 
is not fit to be trusted with arbitrary 
power over fellow. The person 
who afforded this great pleasure, and 
who brought home this fundamental 
truth to so many minds, was Harriet 
Beecher Stowe, of Hartford, in the 
State of Connecticut, where she keeps 


less 


his 





432 


house, educates her children, has a 
book at the grocery, and invites her 
friends to tea. To that American wo- 
man every person on earth who read 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” incurred a per- 
sonal obligation. individual 
who became possessed of a copy of 


Every 


the book, and every one who saw the 
story played in a theatre, was bound, 
in natural justice, to pay money to her 
for service ex- 
pressly and formally relinquished her 


i 


rendered, unless she 
right, — which she has never done. 
What can be clearer than this? Mrs. 
Stowe, in the exercise of her vocation, 
the vocation by which she lives, per- 
forms a professional service to ten 
The service is 
The work done is 
What 


upon 


millions of people. 
great and lasting. 

satisfactory to the customer. 

can annul the obligation resting 
each to render his portion of an equiv- 
of the au- 
and ol dd”? If 
and obtained “!f i 


alent, except the consent 
thoress “first had 
Mrs. Stowe, instead of creating for 
our delight and instruction a glorious 
work of fiction, had contracted her fine 
powers to the point of inventing a nut- 
cracker or a match-safe, a rolling-pin 
or a needle-threader, every individual 
purchaser could have been compelled 
to pay money for the use of her in- 
have 
it the most natural and prop- 


genuity, 
thought 
er thing in the world so to do. 
are fifty American 
use in Europe from which the invent- 
ors Revenue /— not 
a sum of money which, once spent, is 
gone forever, but that most solid and 


and everybody would 


There 
inventions now in 


derive revenue. 


respectable of material blessings, a 
sum per annum! Thus we reward 
those who light our matches. It is 
otherwise that we compensate those 
who kindle our souls. 

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” like every 
other novelty in literature, was the late- 
maturing fruit of generations. Two 
centuries of wrong had to pass, before 
the Subject was complete for the Art- 
ist’s hand, and the Artist herself was a 
flower of an ancient and gifted family. 
The Autobiography of Lyman Beecher 
has made known this remarkable fam- 
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ily to the public. We can all see for 
ourselves how slowly and painfully this 
beautiful genius was nourished, — what 
a narrow escape it had from being 
crushed and extinguished amid the 
horrors of theology and the poverty 
of a Connecticut parsonage, — how it 
was saved, and even nurtured, by that 
extraordinary old father, that most 
strange and interesting character of New 
England, who could come home, after 
preaching a sermon that appalled the 
galleries, and play the fiddle and riot 
with his children till bedtime. A piano 
found its way into the house, and the 
old man, whose geniality was of such 
abounding force that forty years of the- 
ology could not lessen it, let his children 
read Ivanhoe and the other novels of 
Sir Walter Scott. Partly by chance, 
partly by stealth, chiefly by the force of 
her own cravings, this daughter of the 
Puritans obtained the scanty nutriment 
which kept her genius from starving. 
By and by, on the banks of the Ohio, 
within sight of a slave State, the Sub- 
ject and the Artist met, and there, 
from the lips of sore and panting fu- 
gitives, she gained, in the course of 
years, the knowledge which she re- 
vealed to mankind in “Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin.” 

When she had done the work, the 
United States stood by and saw her 
deprived of three fourths of her just 
and legitimate wages, without stirring 
a finger for her protection. The book 
sold to the extent of two millions of 
copies, and the story was played in 
most of the theatres in which the 
English language is spoken, and in 
many French and German theatres. 
In one New York it 
played eight times a week for twelve 
months. Considerable fortunes have 
been gained by its performance, and 
it is still a source of revenue to act- 
ors and managers. We believe that 
there are at least three persons in the 
United States, connected with thea- 
tres, who have gained more money 
from “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin” than Mrs. 
Stowe. Of all the immense sums 
which the exhibition of this story 


theatre in was 
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tl 
thoress ve 
Dumas or Victor Hugo; 


L153 
ic te} 

7 
el, the sal 


S Z _— 

if the right to periorn 
{> a om 

hty 


ceipts OF e\ 


which 


- we ar 


success 
equal to t 
would | 
million doll 
in spi f 
America would 
eS . 
Mrs. St 
Tom’s Cabin 
on the sale 
which may have 
hundred thousar 
centage, with s 


have 


thousand dollars — 


build a comfortable 


rary success of 
nding success in 
tobacco, in 


sugar, in stocks, in 


cotton, 


| - 
1 estate, 


vould have 
yielded millions upon millions to the 
lucky operator. T Mrs. 
Stowe, shame- 
ful indifference witl oF to the 
rights of authors, native 
has 
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in invention, in rea 


foreign, 


] y 1 + 
been wept ou 
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lollars, honestly hers, 
Wderate and safe statement 
‘was due to her as entire- 
— 
named ip 
is due to the rightful own- 
It was for ] 
permanently attract 
would naturally 
of money; i 
+4 ln : 
1, would be an 
re, contin 
™ 1 


yment, and will go 


herefore 


life of the authoress. Whi 


iting this sentence, probal 
+ Spanish, 1 
or ] 


to his till tne 


e 

a copy of “Uncle Tom’s Ca 

‘ which he will keep, i 

ten per cent of it 

ford on the 1st of January next. 
We have had another literary s 

cess in these years, — Mr. Motley’s His 
tories of the Dutch Republic l 
As there a 


world who 


he United Netherlands. 

if pe rsons in t] S 
fiction to that 

; kind I 

luction, the writers of fiction usu 

receive some 


one 


, } » 
any other 


compensation for 


labors. Not a fair nor an a 


quate compensation, but some. 
compensation will never be fair 
adequate until every man or woman i 
whole world who buys a copy 
or sees it played, shall, 
ontribute a certain stipulated 
the author. Nevertheless, the 


of fiction do get a little mon- 
few of them are able to 
well as a 


then we 


retired grov 

hear of an author 
almost as much money for 
| that enthralls 
three nations for many mon 


rdless operator in stocks some 


and enchants 


times wins between one and two P. M 


is not so with the heroes of research, 
Buckle, Bancroft, and Car- 

n this point we are ready to 

veeping assertion, and it is 
well-executed work, involv 

al research, can pay ex- 

penses, unless the author is protected 
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is right to the market of the world. 
one of the points to which we 


larly wish to call attention. 


rive us international copyright, and 


it immediately becomes possible in the 


United S for 2 man who is not 


tes 
ales 


t 
h to devote his existence to the 


»duction of works o lanent and 


ersal value. Continue to with- 


international copyright, and this 


‘ve remains the almost exclu- 


portion of men of wealth. For, 


he United States, there is scarce- 
any such thing as honest leisure in 
} 
I 


tion with business ora salaried 
Now, 


whose 


with regard Motley, 

Dutch 
educated 
class of all nations, - re that author 
first sentence of 
he must have be 


five massive volum f 
History are addressed 
his 


write the 


six languages, Enelish, Latin, Dutch, 
French, German, and Spanish, besides 

ge that 
literature, and 


- Ln wie re t 
general knowledge of 


nstitutes what is called culture. 


spent five laborious 
intimate knowledge 
‘se of which he 
than one 

e sums in 
documents, 


ind for copies of mz ripts. 
I 


| Living 


n the cheap capitals of Continental 


Europe, and managing his affairs with 


y, he may complished 


aratory studies at 


expen- 
—two 


diture of ten thousand dollars, 


usand dollars a year... The volumes 
contain in all about three thousand five 
hundred large pages. At two pages 
a day, which would be very rapid work, 
did 
-L- 1 } , : ~10¢ “4 

work, he could have executed the five 

1 them through the 
press (a year’s hard labor in itself), in 
Here are twelve years’ 
twenty-four thousand dollars’ 
Mr. Motley 


probably expended more than twelve 


and 


l 
probably twice as fast as he 
, 


volumes, and got 
seven years. 
labor, and 
necessary expenditure. 
years, and twice twenty-four thousand 
dollars; but we choose to estimate the 
work at its necessary cost. Two other 


l October, 


items must be also considered: — 
1. The talents of the author, which, em- 
ployed in another would 
have brought large returns in money 
and The 


hausting nature of the labor. The 


proiession, 


honor; 2. intense and ex- 


ro- 
duction of a work which demands strict 
fidelity to truth, as well as excelience in 
composition, —which obliges the author, 
first, to know all, and, after that, i 


part the essence of his knowk 


an agreeable and striking mannet 
the hardest continuous work ever done 
and 


nar- 


by man. It is at times a fierce 
passionate joy; it is at times a 


rowing anxiety; it is at times a vast 
despair ; but it 


is always very hard la- 
a fact 1s 
as arduous as the chase 


bor. The search after 


times 


deer, and it may last six weeks, and, 


some- 
aiter a 
after all, there may be no such fact, or 
it may be valueless. And when all is 


done, — when the mountain of manu- 


script lies before the author read 
press,— he cannot for the life of him tell 
whether his work is trash or treasure. 
As poor Charlotte Bronté said, when 
she : 


] 


had finished Jane Eyre, “I only 


know that the story has interested we.” 
Finally comes the anguish of 


the work judged 


having 
by persons whose only 
knowledge of the subject is derived 
from the work itself. 

No matter for all that : we are speak- 
ing of money. This work, we repeat, 
cost the author twenty-four thousand 
Harper 


t fifteen dollars a co; y: The 


dollars to produce. Messrs. 
sell it < 
usual allowance to the author is ten per 


cent of the retail price, and, as a rule, 


it ought not to be more. Upon works 
of that magnitude, however, it 
more. 


often is 
Motl 
receives two dollars for every py 


Suppose, then, that Mr. 


his work sold by his American pub- 
lishers. A meritorious work of general 
interest, i. e. a book not addressed to 
any class, sect, or profession, that costs 
fifteen dollars, is considered successful 
in the States if it 
thousand ¢ opies. 


United sells three 
Five thousand is de- 
cided success. Seven thousand is bril- 
liant success. Ten thousand copies, 


sold ia the lifetime of the author, is all 
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the success that can be hoped for. Ten 
thousand copies would yield to the au- 


thor twenty thousand dollars, which is 
) 
l 


four thousand dollars less than it cost 
him. 
But Mr. Motley’s work is of univer- 


sal interest. It does not concern the 


people of the United States any more 
than it En; 
France, and Germany, nor as much as 


people of Spain and Hol- 


does the land, 


people of 


the whole world, 

intelligent, educated human 

being, there is a person who would like 
to rea l 


l possess Motley’s Histories, 
which relate events of undying i 


g interest 
to all the few in every land who are ca- 
; comprehending their signifi- 
rive this author the market of 
and he is compensated for 
Deny him this right, and it 
ae : e 


he should be. s gland 


fifteen-dollar 
United States, because, 


generally edu 
United States the 
} 


| + 
DOOKS Canno 


Our clergy are poor; ou 


generally poor ; 


our law- 
tors are not rich, asa class ; 


profe 


generall poor; our 
1€Ss, as a , read little 

3 ae 
ieisure 


Nor have 


paper ; men of 


few to be any account. 
universal system of town 

elf-sustaining libraries, 
which will, by and by, abundantly atone 


‘ance and indifference of 
ind make the best market for 
he world has ever seen. Eng- 
“take” 


: : : : 
sand copies of a three-guinea bock of 


bens 
thou 


ten 


| t 


first-rate merit and universal interest. 

‘rench translation of the same would 
} a $s _ 1 1 

isand in France, and, prob- 


y I thousand more in other 
Continental countries. A German trans- 
lation would place it within 


readers, and a few hun- 


the reach 
of nations of 
nations would 
Or, 


dreds in each of those 
become possessors of the work. 
in other words, an International Copy- 


right would multiply the gains of an 
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Mr. Motley by three, pos- 


author like 
c= 60,000. 


sibly by four. 20,000 K 3 = 
We are far from thinking that sixty 


thousand dollars would be a compensa- 
r. Motley has 


tion for such work as M 


done. We merely say, that the reason- 
le prospect of even such a partial 
-compense as that would make it pos- 
sible 
the United States works of 


and permanent value. The 


for persons not rich to produce in 
universal 
que stion 1S, 
Are we prepared to say that such works 
shall be attempted here rich 


men, or by men like \ 


who lived upon a Sj 
he wrote his Dictionary 
the acquisition of an i 
is the work of a 
ought to be. 
masterpiece, invo inal research, 
Not one 
» both. 


ht, and 


is also the work of ¢ me. 


man in a thousand milli can d 
Give us Internation i 
there are already five publ ‘rs in the 
United States who are able and willing 
to give an quivalent of 
Gibbon’s sixteen hun 

of Noah Wel 


year, or 
Box yk, or 


month ; i. e. 


Prescott’s 
maintenz 
doing that part of |! 

quires exclusive devo 
a man intent upon the execution of a 
great work can co many ways, 


to exist — jus ‘xist —for ten years, 


provided he hz rospect 
reward when his task is 


New 


of moderate 
done. There ar 
England 
honor and privilege “to invest” in 


alone who it an 


such an ent 
Mr. Bancroft’ 
Ir. Buckle ren 

knowledge unti 

hav e 


houoh m + 
though nost « 


Cc onquer ea 


employ their leisure i 
pleasure, yeta few will 

acquisition of know! 

are the flower of their s] ies, —its or- 
naments and benefactors for the flow- 
er issues in most precious fruit, which 
ilts the whole. 


finally nourishes at 
id leasure-loviag 


We are such idle and 





436 


creatures, and civilization places so 
many-alluring delights within the reach 
of a rich man, that it must ever be ac- 
counted a merit in one of this class if 
he devotes himself to generous toil for 
the public good. George Bancroft has 
spent thirty years in such toil. His 
History of the United States has stood 
to him in the place of a profession. His 
house is filled with the most costly ma- 
terial, the spoils of foreign archives and 
of domestic chests, the pick of auction 
sales, the hidden treasure of ancient 
bookstores, and the chance discoveries 
His work has been 
eminently “ successful,” and he has re- 


of dusty garrets. 


ceived for it about as much as his mate- 
rial cost, and perhaps half a dollar a 
day for his labor. When the third vol- 
ume of the work was about to appear, 
a London publisher offered three hun- 
dred pounds for the advance sheets, 
which were furnished, and the money 
was paid. The same sum was offered 
and paid for the advance sheets of the 
fourth volume. Then the London pub- 
that 


lisher discov ered 
would suffice for his purpose, 


the trade” 


‘the courtesy of 


and he forbore to pay for that which he 
could get for hundred 


pounds, therefore, is all that this Amer- 


nothing Six 
ican author has received from foreign 
countri His 
work two or 





es for thirty years’ labor. 
has been translated into 
three foreign languages, and it is found 
in all European libraries of any com- 
pleteness, whether public or private ; 
but this little sum is all that has 
‘come back to Aim. Surely, there can- 
not be one reader of this periodical so 


insensible to m« 





ral distinctions as not 
to feel that this is wrong. The happy 
accident of Mr. Bancroft's not needing 
the money has nothing to do with the 
No 
man is so rich that he does not like to 


right and wrong of the matter. 


receive money which he has honestly 
earned ; for money honestly earned is 
honor as well as reward, and it is not 
for ws, the benefited party, to withhold 
his right from a man because he has 
been generous to us. And the ques- 
tion again occurs, Shall we sit down 


content with an arrangement which 
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obliges us to wait for works of perma- 


nent and universal interest until the 
accident occurs of a rich man willing 
and able to execute them? It is not 


an accident, but a most rare conjunction 
of accidents. First, the man must be 
competent ; secondly, he must be will- 
ing; thirdly, he must be rich. This 
fortunate combination is so little likely 
to occur in a new country, that it must 
be accounted honorable to the United 
States that in the same generation we 
have had three such men, — Bancroft, 
Motley, per- 
sons that should be singled out from 


and Prescott. Is it such 
the mass of their fellow-citizens to be 


deprived of their honest gains? Be- 
sides, riches take to themselves wings. 
A case has occurred among us of a rich 


man devoting the flower of his days to 





the production of excellent works, and 
then losing his property. 

of no avail to adduce the 
instance of Dr. J. W. Draper. We 
have had the pleasure of hearing Dr. 
Draper relate the history of his average 
day. Breakfast at seven. 
An hour’s ride to the city. Busy at 
the New York University from nine to 
Home in cars to dinner at three. 
At four P. M. degins his day’s literary 
work, and keeps steadily on till eleven. 
Then, bed. Not one man in many mil- 
lions could endure such a life, and no 
man, perhaps, ought to endure it. Dr. 
Draper happens to possess a most sound 
and easy-working constitution of body 
and mind, and he has acquired a knowl- 
edge of the laws which relate to its 
well-being. But, even in his case, it is 
questionable whether it is well, or even 


It will be 


Up at six. 


one. 


right, to devote so large a part of his 
existence to labor. It is probable, too, 
that an International Copyright would, 
ere this, have released him from the 
necessity of it, or the temptation to it. 
Few of us are aware of the extent to 
which American works are now reprint- 
ed in England. We noticed, the other 


day, in an English publication, a page 
of advertisements containing the titles 
of thirteen volumes announced to be 
Twelve of 
Among 


sold at “1s.” or “15s. 6d.” 
the thirteen were American. 
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them, we remember, were Mrs. Stowe’s 
“ Little Foxes,” Dr. Holmes’s “ Humor- 
ous Poems,” and Mr. Lowell’s “ Biglow 
Papers.” The cheap publication stores 
of Great Britain are heaped with such 
reprints, the sale of which yields noth- 
ing to the authors. We have even seen 
in England a series of school writing- 
books, the invention of a Philadelphia 
writing-master, the English copies of 
which betrayed no trace of their origin. 
Nor have we been able, after much in- 
quiry, to hear of one instance in which 
an English publisher has paid an Amer- 
ican author, resident in America, for 
anything except advance sheets. Mr. 
Longfellow, whose works are as popu- 
lar in England as in America, and as 
salable, has derived, we believe, con- 
siderable sums for advance sheets of his 
works ; but, unless we are grossly mis- 
informed, even he receives no percent- 
age upon the annual sale of his works 
in Great Britain. 

And the aggravating circumstance of 
all this spoliation of the men and wo- 
men who are the country’s ornament 
and boast is, that it is wholly our fault. 
We force the European publishers to 
steal. England is more than willing, 
France is more than willing, Germany 
is quite willing, Sweden, Denmark, and 
Russia are willing, to come at once into 
an international arrangement which shall 
render literary property as sacred and 
as safe in all civilized lands as tobacco 
and whiskey. All the countries we 
have named are now obliged to steal it, 
and do steal it. Who would have ex- 
pected to find the Essays of Mr. Emer- 
son a topic in the interior of Russia? 
We find them, however, familiarly al- 
luded to in the Russian novel “ Fathers 
and Sons,” recently translated. If au- 
thors had their rights, a rill of Russian 
silver would come trickling into Con- 
cord, while a broad and brimming river 
of it would inundate a certain cottage 
in Hartford. How many modest and 
straitened American homes would have 
new parlor carpets this year, if hence- 
forth, on the first days of January and 
July, drafts to their address were to be 
dropped in the mail in every capital of 
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the world which the work done in those 
homes instructs or cheers! Nor would 
new carpets be all. Many authors 
would be instantly delivered from the 
fatal necessity of over-production, — the 
vice that threatens literature with anni- 
hilation. 

There is another aggravating circum- 
stance, — most aggravating. The want 
of an International Copyright chiefly 
robs our best and brightest! A dull 
book protects itself; no foreigner wants 
it. An honest drudge, who compiles 
timely works of utility, or works which 
appease a transient curiosity, and which 
thousands of “agents” put under the 
nose of the whole population, can make 
a fortune by one or two lucky hits. 
There are respectable gentlemen not 
far off, who, with pen and scissors, in 
four months, manufactured pieces of 
merchandise, labelled “ Life of Abraham 
Lincoln,” of which a hundred thousand 
copies each were sold in half a year, 
and which yielded the manufacturer 
thirty thousand dollars. This sum is 
probably more than twice as great as 
the sum total of Mr. Emerson’s receipts 
from his published works, — the fruit of 
forty years of study and meditation. It 
is chiefly our dear Immortals and our 
best Ephemerals who need this protec- 
tion from their country’s justice. It is 
our Emersons, our Hawthornes, our 
Longfellows, our Lowells, our Holmeses, 
our Bryants, our Curtises, our Beechers, 
our Mrs. Stowes, our Motleys, our Ban- 
crofts, our Prescotts, whom we permit 
all the world to plunder. We harm- 
less drudges and book-makers are pro- 
tected by our own dulness. We are 
panoplied in our insignificance. The 
stupidest set of school-books we ever 
looked into has yielded, for many years, 
an annual profit of one hundred thou- 
sand dollars, and is now enriching its 
third set of proprietors. No one, there- 
fore, need feel any concern for us. We 
can do pretty well if only we are stupid 
enough, and “study to please.” But, 
O honorable members, spare the few 
who redeem and exalt the country’s 
name, and who keep alive the all but 
extinguished celestial fire! If Ameri- 
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can property abroad must be robbed, 
let cotton and tobacco take a turn, and 
see how they like it 
ter to come to the Liverpool Docks and 
help itself. Let there be free smoking 
in Europe. 


Invite Manches- 


London to a scramble for American 


bills of exchange. Select for spolia- 
tion anything but the country’s litera- 
ture. 


The worst remains to be told. It is 
bad to have your pocket picked; but 
there is something infinitely worse, — it 
is to pick a pocket. Who would not 


Who 


murdered, than be 


rather be stolen from, than steal ? 
would not rather be 
a murderer? Nevertheless, in depriv- 
ing foreign auth it j 


hts, it is 


rs of their ri 





still ourselves whom we injure most. 


America, and to 


from the 


The great damage to 
American literature, 
an international copyright law, is 
the 
which authors lose. 


not 
thousands of 


dollars per annum 
This is, in fact, the 
smallest item that enters into the huge 
sum total of or Ss. 

It maims or ls seven tenths of the 
contemporary literature that 


translated before it is available for pub- 


must be 


lication here. Charles Reade, in that 
gallant and brilliant little book of his, 
“ The Eight! ommandment,” quotes 
from a letter written in Cologne, in 


1851, the following passage :— 

“ About the first 
translations from English were brought 
to the German market. The Waver- 
ley Novels were extensively circulated, 


thirty years ago 


and read with avidity by all classes. 
Next came und after him 
Dickens and other writers. Rival edi- 
tions of the same works sprang up by 


Bulwer, 


the half-dozen; the profits decreased, 
and the publishers were obliged to cut 
down tl ] 

know 


1e pay of the translators. I 
that translation-monger at 
Grimm pays about / 6 for a three-vol- 
ume novel. 

“These works, got up ina hurry, and 
printed with bad wretched 
paper, the 
market; and, as they are much cheaper 
than original works, they are a seri- 
ous obstacle to our national literature. 


type on 


are completely flooding 
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Summon the merchants of 


want of 


[ October, 
Thus much for our share in the mis- 
eries of free trade * in translations. 

“ Now There are able 
men in Germany, who, were it made 
worth while, would 
put the master works of your novelists 


and 


for yours, 


their could and 


historians into a decent German 
garb. But under the present system 


these men are elbowed out of the 

field.” 
Change a few names in this passage, 
and it describes, with considerable ex- 
t of the 


nited States. 
which in France charm the doud 





actness, translation 
Works, 
yr and 


class, 


state 


market in the I 


amuse the whole of the educated 
sink, under the handling of hasty trans- 


lators and enterprising publishers, into 


“ Yellow-Covered 


what we call Litera- 
to be found chiefl; 


Respectable pu 


ture,”’ which is upon 





the wharves. jlishers 


have a well-founded terror of French 
and German translations; since, after 
incurring the expense of translation, 


they have no protection against the 
publication of another version except 
“ the courtesy of the trade,” — a code of 
laws which has not much force in the 
regions from which the literature of the 

We are not 
getting half the good we ought from 


Yellow Cover emanates. 


the contemporary literature of France, 
Germany, Sweden, Holland, 
Italy, and we nevgr shall, until Ameri- 


Russia, 


can publishers can acquire property in 
it by fair purchase, which the law will 
protect. The of furnishing 
the American public with good transla- 
tions 


business 


from the French would of itself 
maintain two or three great publishing 
is a mine of wealth 


there waiting for the removal of the 


houses. There 
squatters and the recognition of the 
rightful title-deeds. What would Cali- 
fornia have been worth to us, or to it- 
self, or to anybody, if its treasures had 
been ff to the hurried scratchings 
over the surface of uncapitalled pros- 
pecters? Capital and skill wait until 
the title is clear. Then they go in, with 
their ponderous engines, and pound the 
* Upon this expression Mr. Reade justly remarks : 


ri phrase Free 


trade is free buying and selling, not free stealing.’ 





$ 1 and inapplicable 
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rocks till the gold glitters all over the 
heap. 
Messrs. Appleton, of New York, 
have recently ventured to publish good 
translations and good editions of Ma- 
dame Miihlbach’s historical 
The name of this lady being new to 


novels. 


America, the enterprise was a risk, —a 
risk of many thousand dollars, — a risk 
which only a wealthy house would be 
justified in assuming. The great ex- 
pense of such an untertaking is incur- 
red in making the new name known, in 
advertising it, in shouting it into the 
ears of a public deafened with a thou- 
An 


money may easily be spent in this way, 
when 


sand outcries. enormous sum of 


advertising costs from twenty 
» two dollars a line. Suppose 


efforts of the publishers are suc- 


cessfi how beautifully the present 


} works The more successful 
they are, the more perilous their prop- 
erty becomes! It is safe only as long 


as it is worthless. Just as soon as they 
have, by the expenditure of unknown 
thousands, created for the works of this 
German lady a steady demand, which 
promises to recompense them, they are 
open to the 


inroads of the Knights of 


the Yellow Cover! See, too, the effects 


upon the Berlin authoress. Playing 
such a dangerous and costly game as 
this, the American publisher dare not, 
cannot treat with her in the only proper 
and honorable way, — open a fair bar- 
gain, so much for so much. Messrs. 
Appleton did themselves the honor, 
a thousand 
dollars, gold, which was an act as wise 


as it was right. 


the other day, to send her 
We enjoyed an exqui- 
site pleasure in looking upon the lovely 
document, duly stamped and authen- 
ticated, which has ere this given her a 
claim upon a Berlin banker ; and we have 
also a prodigious happiness in commit- 
ting the impropriety of making the fact 
public. Nevertheless, it is not thus 
that authors should be paid for their 
own. All we can say of it is, that it 
is better tl 
best a publis 


n nothing to her, and the 
her can do under the cir- 
cumstances, 

This business of publishing books is 
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the most difficult one carried on in the 
world. It demands qualities so seldom 
found in the same individual, that there 
has scarcely ever been an eminent and 
stable pul 


lishing house which did not 
consist of several active and able men 
the the rz 

The shores of the business 


Failure is rule, success 
exception. 
world are strewn thick with the wrecks 
of ventures in this line that gave every 
promise of bringing back a large re- 
turn. It has been proved a task be- 
yond the wisdom of mortals, to decide 
with any 


positive degree of certainty 


p 
whether a hx 


p of blotted manuscript is 
the most precious or the most worthless 
| uctions of human indus- 

Young publishers think they ¢ 
old publishers know they cannot 
This is so true, that for a publisher to 
have a 


the commodity 


in which he deals is generally a 


. . 2 " 
knowledge of 


against his success as a publisher ; 
it will certainly ruin him, unless 
has a remarkably sound judgment, 
good, solid, unlearned partner, whose 
intuitive sense of what the public wants 
is unbiased by-tastes of his own. 

It is this terrible uncertainty as to 
the value of the commodity purchased, 
which renders publishing a business so 
difficult, precarious, and unprofitable ; 
and the higher the character of the 
literature, the greater the difficulty be- 
comes. Publishers who confine them- 
selves chiefly to works of utility and 
necessity, or to works professional and 
sectarian, have an easy task to perform 
compared with that of a publisher who 
aims to supply the public with pure 
science and high literature. If any 
business can claim favorable consider- 
ation from those who have in charge 
the distribution of the public burdens, 
surely it is this. If in any way its 
perils can be justly diminished by law, 
surely that protection ought not to be 
withheld. We believe it 
shown that the business of publishing 
what trade calls “ miscellaneous 
books,” i. e. books which depend solely 
upon their intrinsic interest or merit, 
yields a smaller return for the capital 
and talent invested in it than any other. 


could be 


the 








The Harpers have a grand establish- 


one of the wonders of 





\mer- 


me going over that assem- 





blage of enormous edifices, and observ- 
ing the multitude of men and women 
employed in them, the vast and far- 
reaching enterprises going forward, — 
some of which involve a large expendi- 


ure for years before any return is possi- 


ble, — the great numbers of men of abil- 
ity, learning, and experience who are su- 
perintending the various departments, 
and the amazing quantities of merchan- 


dise produced, the mere catalogue of 





which is a large volume, —a 





say, observing these things, would nat- 


urally conclude, that the prietors 
must be in the receipt of Vanderbiltian 
incomes. The same amount of ital, 


force, experience, and talent employed 
| 
could 


e pro- 


in any other branch of business 


10t fail to put the incomes of t 


l 








rietors high up among those which re- 
quire six figures for their expression. 
Compare the returns of these monarchs 


of the “trade ” with those of our dry- 
is magnates, and our mig! ner 
in cotton, tobacco, and railroads. A 


dealer in dry-goods in the city of New 


York has returned as the mnie of a 
single year a sum half as large as the 
whole capital invested in the establish- 


ment of the Harpers. If the ségva/ suc- 


cesses of publishing — successes which 








are the result of the rarest conjunctions 
of talent, capital, experience, and or- 
tunity — are represented by incomes of 
twenty and thirty thousand paper dol- 
irs a year, what must be the general 


condition of the trade? But it is the 











difficulty of conducting the business at 
al, not the slenderness of its profits, 
upon which we now desire the reader 
to reflect. That difficulty, we repeat, 
arises from the fact that a publisher 


1 


buys his pig ina poke. He generally 
knows not, and cannot know, wh 
what | 
nothing. 

But-there is one branch of his 


ther 
a . } _— lite] 
ve DUYS 1S Worth much, little, or 


ness which does not present this diffi- 
culty, —the reprinting of works previ- 
ously published in a foreign country. 
He has the advantage of holding in his 
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hand the precise article which he pro- 
poses to reproduce,—a printed vol- 
ume, which he can read with ease and 


rapidity; and this is nearly as great 


an advantage as a manager has who 
sees a play performed before buy- 
ing it. He has the still greater ad- 
vantage of a public verdict upon the 


book. ; 


It has been tried upon a public ; 
and it isa rule almost without exception, 
that a book which sells largely in one 
country will not fail in another. Dick- 
ens, Thackeray, Reade, Miss Mulock, 


Anthony Trollope, George Eliot, Du- 





Hugo, George Sand, have in all 
foreign countries a popularity which 
ears a certain proportion to that which 
they enjoy in their own; and even the 
Chinese novel published some years 
ago in England was a safe speculation, 
because it was universally popular in 
China. The 
luded to was a prudent enterprise, be- 


Russian novel before al- 


cause Russia had previously tasted and 
enjoyed it. Literature of high character 
is always pervaded with the essence of 
the nationality which produced it, but it 
is, for that very reason, the more interest- 
ing to other nations. Don Quixote has 
more Spain in it than all the histories of 


; but in the library of the German 





ctor of Cervantes, whose death has 
y announced, there were 
in twice as many foreign edi- 
According to the 
Pall Mali Gazette, there were 400 edi- 
tions in Spanish, 168 in French, 200 ir 
English, 87 in Portuguese, 96 in Ital- 
ian, 70 in German, 4 in Russian, 4 in 
Greek, 8 in Polish, 6 in Danish, 13 in 
Swedish, and 5 in Latin. Poor Cer- 
How eloquently this list pleads 
for International Copyright ! 

It is, then, in the republication of 
foreign works that our publishers ought 
ind an element of certainty, which 
cannot appertain to the publication of 
i But 
it is precisely here that chaos reigns. 
native wor 


been recently 
more th: 


tions as Spanish. 


vantes ! 








1 untried productions. 


n the issue of , there is 








ingle uncertainty ; in the repub- 
ion of foreign, there are many. No 
man knows what his rights are; nor 
whether he has any rights ; nor whether 
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there ave any rights; nor, if he has 
rights, whether they will be respected. 
This chaos has taken to itself the pleas- 
ant and delusive name of “ Courtesy of 
the Trade.” Before the “reign oflaw” 
is established in any province of human 
affairs, we generally see men feeling 
their way to it, trying to find something 
else that will answer the purpose, en- 
deavoring to reduce the chaos of con- 
flicting claims to some kind of rule. 
The publishers of the United States 
have been doing this for many years, 
and the result is the unwritten code 
called the Courtesy of the Trade, —a 
code defective in itself, with neither 
judge to expound it, jury to decide up- 


on it, nor sheriff to execute it. This 


code consisted at first of one rule, — If 


a publisher issues a foreign work, no 
other American publisher shall issue it. 
3ut it often happened that two or three 
publishers began or desired to begin 
the printing of the same book. To meet 
this and other cases, other laws were 
added, until at present the code, as laid 
down by the rigorists, consists of the 
following rules : — 

1. If a publisher issues an edition 
of a foreign work, he has acquired an 
exclusive right to it for a period un- 
defined. 

2. If a publisher is the first to an- 
nounce his intention to publish a for- 
eign work, that announcement gives 
him an exclusive right to publish it. 

3- If a publisher has already issued 
a work of a foreign author, he has ac- 
quired thereby an exclusive right to 
the republication of all subsequent 
works by the same author. 

4. The purchase of advance sheets 
for publication in a periodical gives a 
publisher the exclusive right to pub- 
lish the same in any other form. 

5- All and several of these rights 
may be bought and sold, like any other 
kind of property. 

There is a kind of justice in all these 
rules. If we could concede that a for- 
eign author 4as no ownership of the 
coinage of his brain, —if anything but 
that author’s free gift or purchased con- 
sent coudd convey that property to an- 


International Copyright. 


441 


other, —if foreign literature zs the le- 
gitimate spoil of America, — then some 
such code as this would be the only 
method of preventing the business from 
degenerating into a game of unmitigated 
grab. In its present ill-defined and 
most imperfect state, this system of 
“courtesy ” scarcely mitigates the game 
at all; and, accordingly, in “the trade,” 
instead of the friendly feeling that 
would naturally exist among honorable 
men in the highest branch of business, 
we find feuds, heart-burnings, and a 
grievous sense of wrongs unredressed 
and unredressable. Some houses “an- 
nounce” everything that is announced 
on the other side of the Atlantic, so as 


to have the first choice. Smaller firms, 
seeing these announcements, dare not 
undertake any foreign work, even though 
the great house never decides to publish 
the book upon which the smaller had 
fixed its attention. It is only under the 
reign of law that the rights of the weak 
have any security. In the most exqui- 
sitely organized system of piracy, no 
man can rely upon the enjoyment of a 
right which he is not strong enough 
personally to defend. It is not every 
house that can crush a rival edition by 
selling thousands of expensive books 
at half their cost. Between the giant 
houses that tower above him, and the 
yellow-covered gentry that prowl about 
his feet, an American publisher of only 
ordinary resources has a game to play 
which is really too difficult for the lim- 
ited capacities of man. Who can won- 
der that most of them lose it? 

One effect of this courtesy system is, 
that many excellent works, which it 
would be a public benefit to have re- 
printed here are not reprinted. An- 
other is, that corrected or improved 
editions cannot be given to the Amer- 
ican reader without bringing down up- 
on the publisher the enmity or the ven- 
geance of a rival. It is not common 
in Europe for the first editions of im- 
portant works to be stereotyped; but 
in America they always are. The Eu- 
ropean author frequently makes exten- 
sive additions and valuable emenda- 
tions in each successive edition; un- 
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til, in the course of years, his work is 
essentially different from, and far supe- 
rior to, the first essay. We cannot 
have the advantage of the improved 
version. There is a set of old and 
worn stereotype plates in the way, the 
proprietor of which will not sacrifice 
them, nor permit another publisher to 
produce the corrected edition, which 
would as completely destroy their value 
as though they were melted into type 
metal. Whocan blame him? Noone 
likes to have a valuable property sud- 
denly rendered valueless. “It is not 
human nature.” Mr. Lewes is not jus- 
tified in so bitterly reproaching Messrs. 
Appleton for their cold entertainment 
of his offer to them of the enlarged ver- 
sion of his “ History of Philosophy.” 
“I felt,” Mr. “ that 
Messrs. Appleton, of New York, had, 
in courtesy, a prior claim, on the ground 
of their having reprinted the previous 
edition in 1857. Accordingly I wrote 
to them, through their London agent, 
stating that I considered they had a 
claim to the first offer, and stating, fur- 
ther, that the new edition was substan- 
tially a new book. [As this is an im- 
portant element in the present case, 
allow me to add, that the edition of 
1857 was in one volume 8vo, published 


says Lewes, 


at sixteen shillings, whereas the new 
edition is in two volumes 8vo, published 
at thirty shillings ; and the work is so 
considerably altered and enlarged that 
a new title has been affixed to it, for 
the purpose of marking it off from its 
predecessors.] Questions of courtesy 
are, however, but ill understood by some 
people, and by Messrs. Appleton so ill 
understood that they did not even an- 
swer my letter. 
than three 


After waiting more 
months for an answer, I 
asked a friend to see their London agent 
on the subject, and thus I learned that 
Messrs. Appleton—risum teneatis, amt- 
ci ?— ‘considered they had a right to 
publish all future editions of my work 
without payment,’ because ten years 
ago they had given the magnificent sum 
of twenty-five pounds to secure them- 
selves against rivals for the second edi- 
tion.” 
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The omission to answer the author’s 
letter, we may assume, was accidental. 
It is not correct to say that the pub- 
lishers founded their claim to issue the 
new edition upon their payment of 
twenty-five pounds. The real difficulty 
was, that Messrs. Appleton possessed 
the plates of the first edition, and could 
not issue the enlarged edition without, 
first, destroying a property already ex- 
isting, and, secondly, creating a new 
property at an expenditure about four 
times as great as the sum originally in- 
vested. Theacceptance of Mr. Lewes’s 
offer would have involved an expendi- 
ture of several thousand dollars, at a 
time when, for a variety of reasons, 
works of that character could hardly be 
expected to return the outlay upon them. 
The exclusive and certain ownership of 
the work might well justify its republi- 
cation, even now, when it costs exactly 
three times as much to manufacture a 
book in the United States as it did 
seven years ago. But nothing short 
of this would warrant a publisher in un- 
dertaking it. The real sinners, against 
whom Mr. Lewes should have launched 
his sarcasm, are the people of the Unit- 
ed States, who permit their instructors, 
both native and foreign, to be robbed 
of their property with impunity. Thus 
we see that a few hundred pounds of 
metal are likely to bar the entrance 
among us of a work which demonstrates, 
in the clearest and most attractive man- 
ner, the inutility of all that has hitherto 
gone by the name of “metaphysics,” 
and which also indicates the method of 
investigation from which good results 
are to be rationally hoped for. 

It is the grossest injustice to hold 
American publishers responsible for 
the system of ill-regulated plunder 
which they have inherited, and which 
injures them more immediately and 
palpably than any other class, except- 
ing alone the producing the 
commodity in which they deal. There 
are no business men more honorable 
or more generous than the publishers 
of the United States, and especially 
honorable and considerate are they to- 
ward authors. The relation usually 


class 
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existing between author and publisher 
in the United States is that of a warm 
and lasting friendship, — such as that 
which subsisted for so many years 
between and Putnam, and 
which now animates and dignifies the 
intercourse between the literary men 
of New England and Messrs. Tick- 


Irving 


nor and Fields, and which gathers in 
the well-known room of the Harpers 
a host of writers attached 
The rela- 
tion, too, is one of a singular mutual 
trustfulness. 


who are 
friends of the “ House.” 
The author receives his 
semiannual account from the publish- 
er with as absolute a faith in its cor- 
rectness as though he had _ himself 
counted sold ; and the 
publisher consigns the manuscript of 
the established author to the printer 
almost without opening it, confident 
that, whether it succeeds or fails, the 
author has done his best. We have 
heard of instances in which a pub- 
lisher had serious cause of complaint 
against an author, but never have we 
known an author to be intentionally 
wronged by a publisher. We have 
known a publisher, in the midst of 
the ruin of his house, to make it one 
of the first objects of his care to save 
authors from loss, or make their in- 
evitable losses less. How common, 
too, it is in the trade for a publisher 
to go beyond the letter of his bond, 
and, after publishing five books with- 
out profit, to give the author of the 
successful sixth more than the stipu- 
lated price! Let every one speak of 
the market as he finds it. For our 
part, after fifteen years of almost daily 
intercourse with publishers, we have 
no recollections of them that are not 
agreeable, and can call to mind no 
transaction in which they did not show 
themselves to be men of honor as 
much as men of business. We have 
not the least doubt that Mr. Peter- 
son honestly thought he had acquired 
a right, by fair purchase, to sell the 
property of Charles Dickens in the 
United States as long as he should 
continue in business, and then to dis- 
pose of that right to his successor. 


the volumes 
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We are equally confident that Messrs. 
Harper felt themselves completely jus- 
tified in endeavoring to crush the 
Diamond Edition of Thackeray. All 
this chaos and uncertainty, all these 
feuds and enmities, have one and the 
same cause,—the existence in the 
world of a kind of property which is 
at once the most precious, the easiest 
stolen, and the worst protected. 
Almost to a man, our publishers are 
in favor of an International Copyright. 
We have been able to hear of but 
one exception, and this is the publish- 
er of but one book,— Webster’s Dic- 
tionary,—the work of all others now 
in existence that would profit most 
from just protection in foreign coun- 
tries. There is an impression in 
many circles that the Harpers are op- 
posed to it. We are enabled to state, 
upon the authority of a member of 
that great house, that this is not now, 
and never has been, the case. Messrs. 
Harper comprehend, as well as we 
do, that they would gain more from 
the measure than any other house in 
the world; because it is the natural 
effect of law, while it protects the 
weak, to legitimate and establish the 
dominion of the strong. International 
Copyright would benefit every creature 
connected with publishing, but it would 
benefit most of all the great and wealthy 
houses. The Harpers have spent tens 
of thousands in enforcing the observ- 
ance of ‘the courtesy of the trade, but 
they cannot enforce it. It is a work 
never done and always beginning. It 
cost them four hundred of our ridicu- 
lous dollars for the advance sheets 
of each number of Mr. Dickens’s last 
novel; and within forty-eight hours 
of the publication of the Magazine 
containing it, two other editions were 
for sale under their noses. The matter 
for “Harper’s Magazine” often costs 
three or four thousand dollars a num- 
ber; can any one suppose that the 
proprietors dike to see Blackwood and 
half a dozen other British magazines 
sold all over the country at a little 
more than the cost of paper and print- 
ing? They like it as little as the pro- 
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prietors of Blackwood like it. This is 
a wrong which injures two nations 
and benefits one printer; and that 
printer would himself do better if he 
could obtain exclusive rights by fair 
purchase. No; Messrs. Harper, we 
are happy to state, are decidedly in 
favor of an International Copyright, 
and so is every other general pub- 
lishing house in the country of which 
we have any knowledge. 

Consider the case of our venerable 
and beloved instructor, “The North 
American Review,” conducted with so 
much diligence, energy, and tact by 
the present Not a number 
of it has appeared under their man- 


: . } 
agement which has not |! 


editors. 


een a nation- 
al benefit ; and no country more needs 
such a periodical than United 
States, now standing on the thresh- 
The time has 
passed when a review could consist 
chiefly of the skilfully condensed con- 
tents of 


the 


old of a new career. 


interesting books, which men 
could execute in the intervals of pro- 
fessional duty, and think themselves 
happy in 
printed page, extracts ¢ 
the 


lar for a 
educted. At 
review must in- 


} 
one at 


] 


receivin 


- 
D> 


present time, a 


itiate as well as criticise, and do some- 


itself as well as c upon 
] We be- 


North 


verformances of 
that no 
American 


number of the 
Review now ap 
matter of which costs as little as a 
But 
pete, not only with the four 
sold 


thousand dollars. has to com- 
British 
here at the 
paper and printing, but with 


Reviews price of 

several 
periodicals made up of selections from 
the reviews and magazines of Europe. 
Nor is this all. A public accustomed 
to buy books and periodicals at a price 
into which nothing enters but manual 


laber and visible material is apt to 
pause and recoil when it is solicited 


those 


pay the just value of com- 


Ita 
modities. A man who buys a num- 
for 
alf a dollar is likely to regard a dol- 


the Westminster Review 
lar and a half as an enormous price 
for a number of the North Amer- 
ican, though he gets for his money 
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what cost a thousand dollars before the 
printer saw it. For forty years or more 
we have all been buying our books 
and reviews at thieves’ prices, — prices 
in which everybody was considered 
except the creators of the value ; and 
the consequence is, that we turn away 
when a proper price is demanded for 
a book, and regard ourselves as in- 
jured beings. How monstrous for a 
volume of Emerson to be sold for a 
dollar! In England and France, when 
the price is to be fixed upon works of 
that nature, the mere cost of paper and 
printing is hardly considered at all. 
Such trifles are felt, and rightly felt, 
to have little to do with the ques- 
tion of price. The publisher knows 
very well that he has to dispose of 
one of those rare and beautiful prod- 
ucts which only a very few thousands 
of his countrymen will care to possess, 
or could enjoy if it were thrust upon 
them. He fixes the price with refer- 
ence to the facts of the case, — the im- 
portant facts as well as the trivial, the 
rights of the author as well as the little 
bill of the printer,—and that price is 
half a guinea. The want of an Inter- 
national Copyright, besides lowering 
and degrading all literature, has de- 
moralized the public by getting it into 
the habit of paying for books the price 
of stolen goods. And hence the North 
American Review, which would natu- 
rally be a most valuable property, has 
never yielded a profit corresponding to 
its real value. People stand aghast at 
the invitation to pay six dollars a year 
for an article, the mere unmanufactured 
ingredients of which cost a thousand 
times six dollars. 

Good contemporary books cannot be 
very cheap, unless there is stealing 
somewhere, for a good book is one of 
the most costly products of nature. 
Fortunately, they need not be cheap, 
for it is not necessary to own many of 
them. As soon as an International 
Copyright has given tone to the busi- 
ness of writing and publishing books, 
and has restored the prices of them to 
the just standard, we shall see a great 
increase of those facilities for purchas- 
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ing the opportunity to read a book 
without buying it, which have placed 
the whole literature of the world at the 
command of an English farmer who 
can spare a guinea or two per annum. 
It is not necessary, we repeat, to pos- 
sess many new books; it is only ne- 
cessary to read them, get the good of 
them, and give a hearty support to the 
library from which we take them. The 
purchase of a book should be a seri- 
ous and well-considered act, not the 
hasty cramming of a thin, double-col- 
umned pamphlet into a coat-pocket, to 
be read and cast aside at the bottom 
of a book-case. It is an abominable 
extravagance to buy a great and good 
novel in a perishable form for a few 
cents; it is good economy to pay a 
few dollars for one substantially bound, 
that will amuse and inform generations. 
A good novel, play, or poem can be re- 
read every five years during a long life. 
When a book is to be selected out of 
the mass, to become thenceforth part 
and parcel of a home, let it be well 
printed and well bound, and, above all, 
let it be of an edition to which the 
author has set the seal of his consent 
and approbation. need fear 
that the addition of the author’s ten 
per cent to the price of foreign books 
will make them less accessible to the 
masses of the people. It will make 
them more accessible, and it will tend 
to make them better worth keeping. 
When we consider the difficulties 
which now beset the publication of 
books in the United States, we cannot 
but wonder at the liberality of Ameri- 
can publishers toward foreign authors, 
—a liberality which has met no return 
from publishers in Europe. The first 
money that Herbert Spencer ever re- 
ceived in his life from his d00k6 was sent 
to him in 1861 by the Appletons as his 
share of the proceeds of his “ Essays 
upon Education” 


No one 


; and every year since 
he has received upon all his works re- 
published here the percentage usually 
paid to native authors. This is so in- 
teresting a case, and so forcibly illus- 
trates many aspects of our subject, that 
we will dwell upon it for a moment. 
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It will occasionally happen that an 
author is produced in a country who is 
charged with a special message for an- 
other country. There will be some- 
thing in the cast of his mind, or in the 
nature of his subject, which renders his 
writings more immediately or more 
generally suitable to the people of a 
land other than his own. We might 
cite as an example Washington Irving, 
who, though a sound American patriot, 
was essentially an English author, and 
earlier works are so English 
that many English people read them to 
this day, we are told, who do not sus- 
pect that the author was not their coun- 
tryman. Washington Irving owed his 
literary career to this fact! 
enteen 


His sev- 
years’ abroad en- 
abled him to enjoy part of the advan- 
tage which all great authors would de- 
rive from an International Copyright, 
that is to say, he derived revenue from 
doth countries. During the first half of 
his literary career, he drew the chief 
part of his income from England; dur- 
ing the second half, when his Sketch- 
Book vein was exhausted, and he was 
again an American resident, he derived 
his main support from America. If he 
had never resided abroad, we never 
should have had a Washington Irving ; 
if he had not returned home, he would 
have been sadly pinched in his old age. 
Alone among the American authors of 
his day or of any day, he had the mar- 
ket of the world for his works ; and he 


residence 


only, of excellent American authors, 
has received anything like a compensa- 
tion for his labor. The entire proceeds 
of his works during his lifetime were 
$ 205,383, of which about one third 
came to him from England. His aver- 
age income, during the fifty years of 
his authorship, was about four thou- 
sand dollars Less than any 
other of authors he in- 
jured his powers by over-production, 
and it was only the unsteadiness of his 
income, the occasional failure of his re- 
sources, or the dread of a failure, that 
ever induced him to take up his pen 
when exhausted nature cried, Forbear! 
Cooper, on the contrary, who was read 


a year. 
our famous 
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and robbed in every country, wrote 
himself all out, and still wrote on, until 
his powers were destroyed and his 
name was a by-word. 

A case similar in principle to that of 
Irving was Audubon, the indefatigable 
and amiable Audubon. The exceeding 
costliness of his “Birds of America” 
protected that work as completely as an 
International Copyright could ; and, but 
for this, we never could have had it. 
Audubon enjoyed the market of the 
world! The price of his wonderful 
work was a thousand dollars, and, af 
that period, neither Europe nor Amer- 
ica could furnish purchasers enough to 
warrant him in giving it to the press. 
But Europe amd America could! Enu- 
rope and America did, — each conti- 
nent taking about eighty copies. The 
excellent Audubon, therefore, was not 
uined by his brave endeavor to honor 
his country and instruct mankind. He 
ended his days in peace in that well- 
known villa on the banks of the Hud- 
son, continuing his useful and beauti- 


ful 


labors to the last, and leaving to his 
sons the means of perfecting what he 
left incomplete. 

But to return to Herbert Spencer, 
the author of “ Social Statics”; or, as 
we call it, Jeffersonian Democracy, il- 
lustrated and applied. Unconnected 
with the governing classes of his own 
country, escaping the universities, bred 
to none of the professions, and inherit- 
ing but a slender patrimony, he earned 
a modest and precarious livelihood by 
contributing to the periodicals, and 
wrung from his small leisure the books 
that England needed, but would not 
buy. An American citizen, Professor 
Youmans, felt all their merit, and per- 
ceived how adapted they were to the 
tastes and habits of the American mind, 
1 1 1° ] 


n how Wnllv the id wnon whic 
and now SALIULY we 1G4eas upon waicn 


; 
America is founded were developed 
in them. He also felt, as we have 
heard him say, that, next to the produc- 
tion of excellent works, the most useful 
thing a man can do in his generation 
is to aid in giving them currency. 
Aided by other lovers of his favorite 
author, he was soon in a position to 
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bear part of the heavy expense of 
stereotyping Mr. Spencer’s works ; and 
thus Messrs. Appleton were enabled, 
not only to publish them, but to afford 
the author as large a share of the pro- 
ceeds as though he had been a resi- 
dent of the United States. Thus Her- 
bert Spencer, by a happy accident, en- 
joys part of the advantage which would 
accrue to all his brethren from an Inter- 
national Copyright; and we have the 
great satisfaction of knowing, when we 
buy one of his volumes, that we are 
not defrauding our benefactor. 

Charles Scribner habitually pays Eng- 
lish authors a part of the profit derived 
from their republished works. Max 
Miiller, Mr. Trench, and others who 
figure upon his list, derive revenue 
from the sale of their works in America. 
Mr. Scribner considers it both his duty 
and his interest to acquire all the right 
to republish which a foreign author can 
bestow; and he desires to see the day 
when the law will recognize and secure 
the most obvious and unquestionable 
of all rights,.the right of an author to 
the product of his mind. 

We trust Messrs. Ticknor and Fields 
will not regard it as an affront to their 
delicacy if we allude here to facts which 
recent events have in part disclosed 
to the public. This house, on prin- 
ciple, and as an essential part of their 
system, send: to foreign authors a share 
of the proceeds of their works, and 
this they have habitually done for 
twenty-five years. The first American 
edition of the Poems of Mr. Tenny- 
son, published by them in 1842, con- 
sisted of one thousand copies, and it 
was three years in selling; but upon 
this edition a fair acknowledgment in 
money was sent to the poet. Since 
that time, Mr. Tennyson has received 
from them a certain equitable portion 
of the proceeds of all the numerous 
editions of his works which they have 
issued. Mr. Fields, with great labor 
and some expense, collected from peri- 
odicals and libraries a complete set of 
the works of Mr. De Quincey, which 
the house published in twenty-two 
volumes, the sale of which was barely 


| 
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remunerative ; but the author received, 
from time to time, a sum proportioned 
to the number of volumes sold. Mr. 
Fields has been recently gathering the 
“ Early and Late Papers ” of Mr. Thack- 
eray, one volume of which has been pub- 
lished, to the great satisfaction of the 
public. Miss Thackeray has already 
received a considerable 
sale of the first edition. 


for the 
Mr. Browning, 
Mr. Hughes, Mr. Reade, the Country 
Parson, Mr. Kingsley, Mr. Matthew 
Arnold, Dr. John Brown, Mr. Mayne 
Mr. Dickens, have 
with in a manner ; 

them receiving copyright, and others a 
sum of money proportioned to the sale 
Nor 
editions 
the author’s 
> profits realized upon the 
editions published with their consent. 


sum 


Reid, been dealt 


similar some of 


or expected sale of their works. 
of rival 
to diminish 


has the appearance 


been allowed 


share of 


Mr. Tennyson counts upon the Ameri- 
can part of his income with the same 
certainty as upon that which he derives 


from the sale of his works in England, 


although he cannot his Boston 


secure 
publishers the exclusive market of the 
United States. We dare not comment 
upon these facts, because, if we were to 
indulge our desire to do so, the pas- 
would be turn up 
upon the printed page, since 


Messrs. Ticknor and Fields 


sage certain “to 
missing” 
two 
hundred miles nearer the office of the 
Atlantic Monthly Hap- 
pily, comment is needless. Every man 


live 
: 
than we do. 


who has either a conscience or a talent 
for business will recognize either the 


or the wisdom of their con- 


this rock of fair-dealing 
and long-sustained pros- 
s house is founded. 


ng note 


appeared recently 
‘The Athenzum” : — 

‘May I, without egotism, mention in 

your paper that Messrs. Harper, of New 

York, have sent me, quite unsolicited, a 

noney acknowledgment for reprinting, 

sir cheap series, two of my novels, 

izie Lorton of Greyrigg’ and ‘ Sow- 

ing the Wind.’ Atatime when so many 

complaints are being made of American 
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publishers, it is pleasant to be able to 
record this voluntary act of grace and 
courtesy from so influential a house. 


“FE. Lynn Linton.” 


Complaints, then, are made of Ameri- 
can publishers ! We 
Say again, that, after diligent inquiry, 
we cannot hear of one 


This is pleasant. 
instance of an 
English publisher sending money to an 
American author for anything but ad- 
vance sheets. Mr. Longfellow is as 
popular a poet in England as Mr. 
Tennyson is in America, and he has, 
consequently, as before remarked, re- 
ceived 
sheets, but nothing, 


considerable sums for early 
we believe, upon 
the annual sale of his works, nothing 
from the voluntary and spontaneous 
justice of his English publishers. We 
have no right, perhaps, to censure 
men for not going beyond the require- 
ments of law; but still can we 
withhold the tribute of our homage to 
those who are more 
and due to 
several publishers on this side of the 
Atlantic. But then there remains the 
great fact against us, that England is 
willing to-day, and we are not, to 
throw the protection of international 
law around this 
of civilization. 
Would that it were in our power to 
give adequate expression to the mighty 
debt we owe, as a people, to the liv- 
ing and recent authors of Europe! But 
who can weigh or estimate the invisi- 
ble and widely diffused influence of a 
book ? 


earlier works of Carlyle which have re- 


less 


71 1- the , 
just than the law 


compels, this tribute is 


most sacred interest 


There are sentences in the 


generated American souls. There are 


chapters in Mill which are reforming 


the policy of American nations. There 
are Buckle which give 
the key to the mysteries of 


passages in 
American 
history. There are lines in Tennyson 
which have become incorporated into 
the fabric of our minds, and flash light 
and beauty upon our daily conversation. 
There are characters in Dickens which 
are extinguishing the foibles which they 
embody, and pages of Thackeray which 
kill the affectations they depict. What 





448 


a colossal good to us is Mr. Grote’s 
“ History ot Greece”! Miss Mulock, 
George Eliot, Charles Reade, Char- 
lotte Bronté, Kinglake, Matthew Ar- 
nold, Charles Kingsley, Ruskin, Ma- 
caulay,— how could we spare the least 
of them? Take from our lives the 
happiness and the benefit which we 
have derived from the recent authors 
of Europe; take from the future the 
silent, ceaseless working of their spir- 
its, —so antidotal to all that remains 
in us of colonial, provincial, and super- 
stitious, —and what language could 
state, ever so inadequately, the loss we 
and posterity should experience? And 
let us not lay the mean unction to our 
souls that money cannot repay such 
services as these. Itcan! It can re- 
pay it as truly and as fully as sixpence 
a loaf of that saves 
a shipwrecked hero’s life. The baker 
gets his own; he is satisfied, and holy 
justice is satisfied. This common 
phrase, ‘making money,” is a poor, 
mean way of expressing an august 
and sacred thing; for the money 
which fairly comes to us, in the way 
of our vocation, ought to be, 
the measure of our worth to the com- 
munity we serve. It is honor, safety, 
education, leisure, children’s bread, 
wife’s dignity and adornment, pleasant 
home, society, an independent old age, 
comfort in dying, and solace to those 
behind us. Money is the 
representative of all the substantial 
good that man can bestow on man. 
And money justly earned is never with- 
held without damage to the withholder 
and to the interest he represents. 

We often think of the case of Dion 
Boucicault, the one man now writing 


pays for bread 


is, or 


we leave 


the English language who has shown 
a very great natural aptitude for tell- 
ing a story in the dramatic form. For 
thirty years we have been witnessing 
his plays in the United States. A fair 
share of the nightly receipts of the 
theatres in which they were played 
would have enriched him in the prime 
ef his talent, or, in other words, have 
delivered him from that temptation 
to over-production which has wellnigh 
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destroyed his powers. He never re- 
ceived any revenue from us until he 
came here and turned actor. He gets 
a little money now by associating with 
himself an American friend, who writes 
a few sentences of a play, then brings 
it to New York and disposes of it to 
nanagers as their joint production. 
But what an exquisite shame it is for us 
to compel an artist to whom we owe so 
many delightful hours to resort to an 
artifice in order to be able to sell the 
product of his talent! Our injustice, 
too, damages ourselves even more than 
it despoils him; for if we had paid 
him fairly for “ London Assurance ” and 
“ Old Heads and Young Hearts,” if he 
had found a career in the production 
of plays, he might not have been lured 
from his vocation, and might have writ- 
ten twenty good plays, instead of a 
hundred good, bad, indifferent, and 
atrocious. We cheat him of our part 
of the just results of his lifetime’s 
labor, and he flings back at us his 
anathema in the form of a “ Flying 
Scud.” Think of Sheridan Knowles, 
too, deriving nothing from our thea- 
tres, in which his dramas have been 
worn threadbare by incessant playing! 
To say that they are trash is not an in- 
finitesimal fraction of an excuse; for 
it is just as wrong to steal paste as it is 
to steal diamonds. We liked the trash 
well enough to appropriate it. Be- 
sides, he really had the knack of con- 
structing a telling play, which, it seems, 
is one of the rarest gifts bestowed upon 
man, and the one which affords the 
most intense pleasure to the greatest 
number of people. 

Why, we may ask in passing, did 
the English stage languish for so 
many years? It was because the 
money that should have compensated 
dramatists enriched aétots; because 
the dramatist that wrote “ Black- 
eyed Susan” was paid five pétinds a 
week, and the actor that played Wil- 
liam received four thousand pounds 
during the first run of the play. In 
France, where the drama flourishes, it 
is the actor who gets five pounds a 
week, and the dramatist who gets the 
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thousands of pounds for the first run ; 
and this just distribution of profits is 
infinitely the best, in the long run, for 
actors. 

There is still an impression preva- 
lent in the world, that there is no 
connection between good work and 
good wages in this kind of industry. 
There was never a greater mistake. 
A few great men, exceptional in char- 
acter as in circumstances, blind like 
Milton, exiled like Dante, prisoners 
like Bunyan and Cervantes, may have 
written for solace, or for fame, or from 
benevolence; but, as a rule, nothing 
gets the immortal work from first-rate 
men but money. 
tion 
that 
as a matter of business, to draw money 
into He 
was author and publisher, actor as 
well, and derived a _ threefold 
benefit from his labors. Moliére, too, 
the greatest name in the literature of 
France, and the second in the dramat- 
ic literature of the world, was author, 
Play-writing was 
It was 
their business and vocation ; and it is 
only in the way of his business and 


We need only men- 
Shakespeare, for every one knows 
he wrote plays simply and solely 

} , ) 


the treasury of his theatre. 


thus 


actor, and manager. 
the career of these great men. 


vocation that we can, as a rule, get 
from an artist the best and the utmost 
there is in him. Common honesty de- 
mands that a man shall do his best 
when he works for his own price. His 
honor and his safety are alike involved. 
All our courage and all our coward- 
ice, all our pride and all our humility, 
all our generosity and all our selfish- 
all that can incite and all that 
can scare us to exertion, may enter 
into the complex motive that is urging 


ness, 


us on when we are doing the work by 
Noth- 
ing is of great and lasting account, — 
not religion, nor benevolence, nor law, 


which we earn our right to exist. 


nor science, — until it is so organized 
that honest and able men can live by 
Then it lures talent, character, am- 
n, wealth, and force to its support 
and illustration. The whole history of 
literature, so far as it is known, shows 
that literature flourishes when it is 
VOL. XX. — NO. I20., 29 
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fairly rewarded, and declines when it is 
robbed of its just compensation. Mr. 
Reade has admirably demonstrated 
this in his “Eighth Commandment,” 
a little book as full of wit, fact, argu- 
ment, eloquence, and delicious audacity 
as any that has lately appeared. 
There has been but one country in 
which literature has ever succeeded in 
raising itself to the power and dignity of 
a profession, and it is the only country 
which has ever enjoyed a considerable 
part of the market of the world for its lit- 
erary wares. Thisis France, which has 
a kind of International Copyright in its 
language. Educated Russia reads few 
books that are not French, and in every 
country of Christendom it is taken for 
granted that an educated person reads 
this language. Wherever in Europe 


. or America or India or Australia many 


books are sold, some French books 
are sold. Here in New York, for ex- 
ample, we have had for many years 
an elegant and well-appointed French 
bookstore, in which the standard works 
of French literature are temptingly dis- 
played, and the new works are for sale 
within three weeks after their publica- 
tion in Paris. Many of our readers, 
too, must have noticed the huge masses 
of French books exhibited in some of 
the second-hand bookstores of Nassau 
Street. French books, in fact, form a 
very considerable part of the daily busi- 
ness of the bookstores in every capi- 
tal of the world. Nearly one hundred 
subscribers were obtained in the United 
States for the Mouvelle Biographie, in 
forty-six volumes, the total cost of 
which, bound, was more than two hun- 
dred of our preposterous dollars. 
sides this large and steady sale of their 
works in every city on earth, French 
authors enjoy a protection to their rights 
at home which is most complete, and 
they address a public accustomed to 
pay for new books a price, in determin- 
ing which the author was considered. 
Mr. Reade informs us that a first-rate 
dramatic success in Paris is worth to 
the author six thousand pounds ster- 
ling, and that this six thousand pounds 
is very frequently drawn from the the- 
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atre after a larger sum has been ob- 
tained for the same work in the form of 
a novel. 

What is the effect? Literature in 
France, as we have said, is one of the 
liberal professions. Literary men are 
an important and honorable order in 
the state. The press teems with works 
of real value and great cost. The three 
hundred French dramatists supply the 
theatres of Christendom with plays so 
excellent, that not even the cheat of 
“ adaptation” can wholly conceal their 
merit. Great novels, great histories, 
great essays and treatises, important 
contributions to science, illustrated 
works of the highest excellence, com- 
pilations of the first utility, marvellous 
dictionaries and statistical works, ap- 
pear with a frequency which nothing 
but a universal market could sustain. 
In whatever direction public curiosity 
is aroused, prompt and intelligent efforts 
are made to gratify it. Nothing more 
surprises an American inquirer than 
the excellent manner in which this mere 
task-work, these “ booksellers’ jobs,” as 
we term them, are executed in Paris. 
That Nouvelle Biographie of which we 
have spoken is so faithfully done, and 
is so free from any perverseness or 
narrowness of nationality, that it would 
be a good enterprise in any of the read- 
ing countries to publish a translation of 
it just as it stands. French literature 
follows the general law, that, as the vol- 
ume of business increases, the quality 
of the work done improves. The last 
French work which the pursuit of our 
vocation led us to read was one upon 
the Mistresses of Louis XV., by Ed- 
mond and Jules de We 
need not say how such a subject as 
this would be treated by the cheated 
hirelings of the Yellow Cover. This 
work, on the contrary, is an intelli- 
gent historical study of a period when 
mistresses governed France, and the 
passages in the work which touch 
upon adulterous tie which gave 
fair France over to these vampires are 
managed with a delicacy the most per- 
fect. The present hope of France is 
in her literature. Her literary men 


Goncourt. 


the 


International Copyright. 
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are fast educating that interesting and 
virtuous people to the point when they 
will be able to regain their freedom 
and keep it safe from nocturnal con- 
spirators. They would have done it 
ere now, but for the woful fact that only 
half of their countrymen can read, and 
are thus the helpless victims of a per- 
jured Dutchman and his priests. 

What the general knowledge of the 
French language has done for French 
literature, all of that, and more than 
that, an International Copyright law 
would do for the literature of Great 
Britain and the United States. Here 
are four great and growing empires, 
Great Britain, the United States, the 
Dominion of Canada, and the states of 
Australia, in which the same language 
is spoken and similar tastes 
In all these nations there is a spirit 
abroad which will never rest content 
until the whole population are readers, 
and those readers will be counted by 
hundreds of millions. Already they 
are so numerous, that one first-rate 
literary success, one book excellent 
enough to be of universal interest, 
would give the author leisure for life, 
if his rights were completely protected 
by international law. What a field for 
honorable exertion is this! And how 
can these empires fail to grow into uni- 
ty when the cultivated intelligence of 
them all shall be nourished from the 
same sources, and bow in homage to 
the same commanding minds? Want- 
ing this protection, the literature of 
both countries languishes. The blight 
of over-production falls upon immature 
genius, masterpieces are followed by 
labored and spiritless repetitions, and 
men that have it in them to inform and 
move mankind grind out task-work for 
daily bread. One man, one master- 
piece, that is the general law. Not one 
eminent literary artist of either coun- 
try can be named who has not injured 
his powers and jeoparded his fame by 
over-production. We do not address 
a polite note to Elias Howe, and ask 
him how much he would charge for a 
“series” of inventions equal in im- 
portance to the sewing-machine. We 


prevail. 
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merely enable him to demand a dollar 
every time that oxe conception is used. 
Imagine Job applied to for a “series ” 
of Books of Job. Not less absurd is it 
to compel an author to try and write 
two Sketch-Books, two David Cop- 
perfields, two Uncle Toms, two Jane 
Eyres, or two books like “The New- 
comes.” When once a great writer 
has given such complete expression of 
his experience as was given in each of 
those works, a long time must elapse 
before his mind fills again to a natural 
overflow. But, alas! only a very short 
time elapses before his purse empties. 
It was the intention of the founders 
of this Republic to give complete pro- 
tection to intellectual property, and 
this intention is clearly expressed in 
the Constitution. Justified by the au- 
thority given in that instrument, Con- 
gress has passed 
have called 


patent laws which 
into exercise an amount of 
triumphant ingenuity that is one of the 
great wonders of the modern world ; 
but under the copyright laws, enacted 
with the same good intentions, our 
infant literature pines and dwindles. 
The reason is plain. For a labor-sav- 
ing invention, the United States, which 
abounds in everything but labor, is 
field enough, and the inventor is re- 
warded ; great cannot 
be remunerative unless it enjoys the 
market of the whole civilized world. 
The readers of excellent books are few 
in every country on earth. The read- 
ers of any one excellent book are usu- 
ally very few indeed; and the pur- 
chasers are still fewer. In a world 
that is supposed to contain a thousand 
millions of people, it is spoken of as 


while a book 
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a marvel that two millions of them 
bought the most popular book ever 
published, —one purchaser to every 
five hundred inhabitants. 

We say, then, to those members of 
Congress who go to Washington to 
do something besides make Presi- 
dents, that time has developed a new 
necessity, not indeed contemplated by 
the framers of the Constitution, 


yet 
covered by the Constitution ; 


and it 
now devolves upon them to carry out 
the evident intention of their just and 
wise predecessors, which was, to se- 
cure to genius, learning, and talent the 
certain ownership of 
tions. 


their produc- 
We want an international sys- 
tem which shall protect a kind of prop- 
erty which cannot be brought to mar- 
ket without exposing it to plunder, — 
property in a book being simply the 
right to multiply copies of it. We want 
this property secured, for a sufficient 
period, to the creator of the value, so 
that no property in a book can be ac- 
quired anywhere on earth unless by the 
gift or consent of the author thereof. 
There are men in Congress who feel 
all the magnitude and sacredness of 
the debt which they owe, and which 
their country owes, to the authors and 
artists of the time. We believe such 
members are more numerous now than 
they ever were before,—much more 
numerous. It is they who must take 
the leading part in bringing about this 
great measure of justice and good 
policy ; and, as usual in such cases, 
some one man must adopt it as his 
special vocation, and never rest till 
he has conferred on mankind this im- 
measurable boon. 
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THE FLIGHT OF THE GODDESS. 


MAN should live in a garret, I think, 
And have few friends, and be poorly clad, 
With an old hat stopping the wind in the chink, 
To keep the Goddess constant and glad. 


Of old, when I walked on a rugged way, 
And gave much work for but little bread, 

The Goddess dwelt with me night and day, 
Sat at my table, haunted my bed. 


The narrow, mean attic, I see it now! — 
Its window o’erlooking the city’s tiles, 
The sunset’s fires, and the clouds of snow, 

And the river wandering miles and miles. 


Just one picture hung in the room, 
The saddest story that Art can tell, — 
Dante and Virgil in lurid gloom 
Watching the Lovers float through Hell. 


Wretched enough was I sometimes, 

Pinched, and harassed with vain desires ; 
But thicker than clover sprung the rhymes 

As I dwelt like a sparrow among the spires. 


Midnight filled my slumbers with song ; 
Music haunted my dreams by day: 
Now I listen and wait and long, 
But the Delphian airs have died away! 


I wonder and wonder how it befell: 
Suddenly I had friends in crowds ; 


I bade the house-tops a long farewell ; 
“Good by,” I cried, “to the stars and clouds! 


“But thou, rare soul, that hast dwelt with me, 
Spirit of Poesy ! thou divine 

Breath of the morning, thou shalt be, 
Goddess! for ever and ever mine.” 


And the woman I loved was now my bride, 
And the house I wanted was my own; 

I turned to the Goddess satisfied, — 
But the Goddess had somehow flown! 


Flown, and I fear she will never return! 
I’m much too sleek and happy for her, 
Whose lovers must hunger, and waste, and burn, 
Ere the beautiful heathen heart will stir! 
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I call,— but she does not stoop to my cry; 
I wait,— but she lingers, and ah! so long! 
It was not so in the years gone by, 
When she touched my lips with chrism of song. 


I swear I will get me a garret again, 
And let the wee wife see the sunset’s fires, 


And lure the Goddess, by vigil and pain, 
Up with the sparrows among the spires! 


For a man should live in a garret aloof, 
And have few friends, and be poorly clad, 
With an old hat stopping the chink in the roof, 
To keep the Goddess constant and glad! 





THE THRONE OF THE GOLDEN FOOT. 


4 ARLY on the morning of the 
13th of September, 1855, a most 
fantastic and picturesque procession 
—in which the formal and arro- 
gant simplicities of a nice Western 
civilization, and the grotesque and 
insolent ostentations of a crude Ori- 
ental barbarism, with all the splendid 
riddles of its far-fetched type-and-sym- 
bolry, were blended in a rich bizarre- 
ness —formed in the main street of 
the western suburb of “the Immortal 
City” of Amarapoora, and moved to- 
ward the palace of “him who reigns 
over the kingdoms of Thunaparanta, 
Tampadépa, and all the great um- 
brella-bearing chiefs of the Eastern 
countries,” — the Lord of Earth and 
Water, King of the Rising Sun, Lord 
of the Sacred White Elephant ‘and of 
all white elephants, Master of the 
Celestial Weapon, and Great Chief. of 
Life and Righteousness, — called, “ for 
short,” Mendoon-men, King of Ava. 
An imposing deputation of Woons 
and other grandees, with their respec- 
tive “tails,” were escorting the newly 
arrived Envoy of the Governor-Gen- 
eral of India, and his suite, from their 
Residency on the south shore of the 
lake Toung-ah-mah-Eing below the 


city, to the Hall of the Throne of the 
Golden Foot, there to have audience 
of that great, glorious, and most ex- 
cellent Majesty, whose dominions are 
bounded only by the imagination — 
and here and there a British custom- 
house ; and whose excursions of dread- 
ful power are stayed only by the for- 
bearing fiat of Boodh — and now and 
then some British bayonets. 

The escort was illustrious: there 
were the old Nan-ma-dau-Phra Woon, 
or Lord-Governor of the Queen’s Pal- 
ace; the Woondouk Mhoung Mhon, 
a minister of the second order in the 
High Court and Council; and the 
Tara-Thoogyi, or Chief Judge of Ama- 
rapoora; besides other magnificos of 
less note, but all very fine in their 
heavy, wide-sleeved court robes of 
crimson velvet, laced with a broad 
edging of Benares brocade. On their 
heads they wore high mitres, also of 
crimson velvet, curving backward in a 
volute, and encircled at the base with 
a coronet of tinsel spear-heads. It is 
the fo at court to wear these mitres 
excessively tight, and to carry a little 
ivory blade, modelled like a shoe-horn, 
with which the cap of honor is drawn on, 
and all “ vagrom” locks of hair “ com- 
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prehended.” The ¢sa/wé (a Burman 
badge of nobility, derived from the 
Brahminical triple cord, and having 
three, six, nine, or even twelve threads, 
according to the distinction conferred 
on the wearer), and a trumpet-shaped 
ear-tube of gold, complete the official 
costume. 

The England, 
guarded by the British-Indian cavalry 
escort, had sent forward over a 
long bridge which spanned the south- 
ern end of the Toung-ah-mah, to await 
arrival of the En- 
There was a superb carriage for 


royal presents from 


been 


on the other side the 
voy. 
the King, which, being too wide to 
pass the bridg 
lake on a raft. 

That was a br 


e, was towed across the 


scene, the pas- 
he picturesque 
fantas- 


sage of the lake ; 
elements almost ssed the 
| 


tic; — the jolly-boats the steamers, 


leading the way with the men of 
Majesty’s 84th, followed by 
bia’s gig, bearing th« 
eral’s letter, 
India Company’s 
ing at 


her 
the Zeno- 
Governor-Gen- 
Honorable East 
saucily flaunt- 


with the 

jack 
tl nm 
Envoy’s suite ; 
reously gilded war-boat, 
and the Woons, 
smen rowing to 


and 
and, 


he bow: ther gigs 
the bow ; other gigs 


cutters, with the 
lastly, a 
carrying 
with fifty 
a wild chant. The white 
la temple 
ton 
sharply defined : 


gorg 
the 
Burman 


Envoy 
oar 
and 
with 
-trees and 
uwainst the 
the Shan 


spire 
pinnacles of the Anan 
its grove of noble co 
tall palms, 
boldly diversified ranges of 
Mountains, formed the 
the picture, which derived rich color 
and grotesque from the Bur- 
mese soldiers Envoy’s. guard 
lining the banks, and the hurly-burly 
of half-naked, splashing villagers, waist- 
deep in the lake, —sa/vages coupés. 
First in the went the 
royal borne by Bur- 
mese porters on bamboo litters, and 
followed by four Aral 
English carriage for the next 
came the cavalry and infantry of the 
Envoy’s Anglo-Indian escort, preceded 
by a band ; behind these, the Secretary 
of the mission on an elephant, with 
the Governor-General’s letter under the 


action 


of the 


procession 
cases of presents, 
horses and 
King ; 
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Company’s jack; the Envoy (Major 
Phayre) in a éonjon, attended by the 
Nan-ma-dau Woon and the Woondouk 
on elephants; the British superintend- 
ing surgeon in Pegu, and the Tara- 
Thoogyi; a British special deputy com- 
missioner for the frontier, and one of 
the Tsa-re-dau-gyis, or Royal Scribes ; 
and all the rest of the British officials, 
each paired with a Burmese thoo-gyi or 
“great man,” in a Burmese howdah.* 

The route lay through the 
called Ambassador’s Row, — the very 
one by which the Chinese Envoys en- 
tered Amarapoora sixty years before, 
— toward the western central gate of 
the city. From lake to palace the way 
was fenced troops; but such 
fishermen and convicts, old 
men and boys, — probably old women 
too, and girls, —the he and she 
Warts, Mou ildys, Shadows, Feebles, 
and Bullcalfs of the Immortal City 
At every street were officers 
on elephants, “men in gilt Mambri- 
no helmets and mountebank costumes, 
decked out with triple buckram capes, 
and shoulder lappets, and paltry em- 
broidery.” But there were men in red 
jackets and fapier-maché 
companying the 


to be 


street 


with 
troops ! - 


cross 


helmets ac- 
procession, who 
at home with their 
these motley musketeers. 
Inside the city 
with water 


ap- 
peared more 
arms than 
flooded 
from a heavy rain the night 
and here the 


the streets were 


before, soldiers were 


propped on little stools of bamboo, to 
keep them out of the mud, 
officers occupied higher perches, each 
with his spittoon and his box of betel. 
A great rabble of spectators, of whom 
many were women, — not all uncomely 
or shabbily attired, — peeped 


while the 


through 
thronged 
silent, 


the endless white lattice, or 
the cross-streets, — all still and 
with wonder or suspicion. 

Just as the escort, with fixed 
nets and martial music, turned up the 
street leading to the eastern 
the palace, and, halting, faced inward 
for the party to pass, the procession 


bayo- 


gate of 


a Mission to the Court of Ava, in 
855. By Captain Henry Yule, Secretary to the 


185 
Envoy. 


* Narrative of 
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of the Ein-shé-men, or heir apparent, 
(Lord of the Eastern Palace,) came 
suddenly up from another road, and 
crossed before them to enter the en- 
closure, — a trick of 
jealousy and insolence to keep them 


stale Burmese 


waiting at the palace gate. Precedent, 
which is a god in Burmah, has be- 


stowed a sort of respectability upon 


F 
this exploit in bad manners, every Lrit- 
' 


ish envoy having been treated so, from 
Fleetwood to Phayre. The prince him- 
self was conspicuous in a massive gild- 
ed litter, borne by many sturdy fellows 
elaborately tattooed, while eight long- 
shafted gold umbrellas flashed over his 
head. When he had entered the gate, 
and it was closed behind him, his reti- 
nue, consisting of several hundred sol- 
and 
countermarching 


diers, performed some intricate 


tedious evolutions, 


le, with the mani- 
magnifying the appar- 


ent strength of the force, as well as of 


round an open circ 


fest purpose of 


prolonging the detention of the unwel- 
come strangers. 

When Colonel Burney, who was sent 
as Resident to Ava in 1830, was de- 
tained by the same manceuvre at the 
stockade the palace 
wall, some of his party were sharp 
enough to discover that many of the 
retainers, as well as of the elephants 


which encircles 


and bands of music, after passing in 
the suite of one prince, made a sly 
circuit to the rear, and appeared as 
part of the tail of another prince. 
As the 


mounted, noon was struck by alternate 


Envoy and his suite dis- 


strokes on a great bell and a great 


] 


drum, mounted on a 
1 


within the gate cal 


square tower 
ed “ Ywé-dau-yoo- 
yal Gate of 


because it is 


| 
Taga,” or the Ro the 


Chosen, guarded by 
troops. By this gate they 
entered ; but first the Envoy took the 
Governor-General’s letter from 
Secretary, and carried it himself. The 
Nan-ma-dau-Phra Woon and his au- 
gust colleagues now threw off their 
shoes, and the Woondouk strove in- 
induce the representa- 
Britain to follow their 
At four different points, 


nicked 
picked 


the 


effectually to 
tive of Great 
loyal example. 
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as they advanced to the inner gate, 
they even dropped on their knees, and 
shikhoed, with their faces in the dust, 
toward the palace; and again Burmah 
pressed Bull to take part in the pious 
services, but the obstinate infidel Aad * 
would not; for you see the world has 
moved, and Anglo-Saxon backbones 
have stiffened, since Fleetwood wrote, 
in 1695: “As the palace gates were 
opened we fell down upon our knees, 
and made three bows (shzkhos), which 
done, we entered the garden, the pres- 
ents following ; and having gone about 
half-way from the gate to the place where 
the king was seated, we made three 
bows again as before. When we got 
within fifteen yards of the king, we 
made three bows again, and were or- 
dered to sit down.” Between Fleet- 
wood and Phayre are two wars, several 
annexations, “ a lot” of custom-houses, 
and “no end ” of bomb-shells. 

The gilded colonnade, and the many- 
storied spire, conspicuous from all sides 
of the city; the great inner court, with 
its groups of tumblers, jugglers, and 
dancers, performing in the corners for 
the entertainment of privileged specta- 
tors ; the dirty grand-staircase, where, 
to their lively disgust, the distinguished 
strangers, Envoy and all, had to leave 
their the long wings of the 
structure, curiously resembling the tran- 


shoes ; 


septs of a cathedral ; the choir-like cen- 
tre ; the altar-like throne ; the tall, lac- 
quered columns, picked out in red at 
the base, and all ablaze with gilding ; — 
by these the great Hall of Audience was 
known ; and here, on a carpet in the 
centre, facing the throne, the Envoy and 
his party seated themselves, doubling 
their legs behind them. 

On a broad blazed the 
throne, in all its barbaric go 
of carving and gild 


dais high 
reeousness 
ling, — competing in 
splendor with the awful seats of Guadma 
in the temples, and surpassing the glo- 
ry of the pulpit from which the High 
Poonghyit chants the beatitudes of 
the Boodh. On the top it was luxu- 
riously mattressed with crimson velvet, 


* Western foreigner. 
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aad on the left was a tall elbow-cushion 
for the king. A carved portal, with 
gilded lattice doors, opened from be- 
hind to the top level of the throne, 
which was wrought in a sort of mosaic 
of gold, silver, and mirror-work. A 
few small figures, representing the pro- 
génitors of the human race, occupied 
niches in the central band, while on the 
edge of the dais stood five royal em- 
blems, in the shape of gilded shafts, 
with small gilt labels or scrolls, like 
flags, attached to them. 

On each side of the dais were pew- 
like recesses, with railings; and rows 
of expanded white umbrellas, fringed 
with muslin valances, (the royal insig- 
nia,) were displayed along the walls be- 
hind the throne. The central hall or 
aisle, in which the gentlemen of the 
mission sat, was laid with velvet-pile 
carpet of Axminster or Lasswade; else- 
where there was matting merely, except 
where the more distinguished officers 
of the court had their separate carpets. 
A double row of young princes, in sur- 
coats of gold and silver brocade, with 
gay silk Putsos, occupied the centre 
aisle in front of the Envoy ;—on the 
right, four sons of the King ; on the left, 
four sons of the Crown Prince. Far- 
ther forward, near the steps of the dais, 
the Ein-shé-men himself was installed, 
in a sort of couch or carved litter, scarce- 
ly raised above the floor. 
of Benares gold brocade, and his superb 


In his robes 


mitre set with precious stones, he sat 
still as an effigy, never turning round, 
but betraying his curiosity by the use 
he slyly made of a small looking-glass. 
Behind the pillars on each side, and a 
little in advance of the Englishmen, 
were the Woongyis, or principal minis- 
ter of state, constituting the Hlwot-dau, 
the High Court and Council ; and near- 
er to the steps of the dais were several 
elderly princes of the blood, 
sensual aspect and | 


“men of 
ieavy jowl, like the 
heads of some of the burlier Czsars, — 
or, with their stiff robes and jewelled 
tiaras, perhaps recalling certain of the 
old Popes.” * Close to the Envoy’s 
party were two of the A/wez-woons, or 
* Yule’s Narrati 
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Ministers of the Interior (Household) 
Council, and some Vekhan-daus, “ Roy- 
al Ears,” besides other officers of the 
Palace and Hiwot-dau. 

The Envoy, on taking his seat, had 
deposited the salver with 
ernor-General’s letter on a 
covered with muslin, which had been 
placed there to receive it. Little gilt 
stands, containing trays of tobacco, 
pawn, A/apet, or pickled tea, and other 
curious confections, neatly set out in 
golden cups and saucers, together with 
water-goglets and gold drinking-cups, 
were then laid before the Kala guests, 
the water being faintly perfumed with 
musk. 

At last, from some mysterious inner 
court of the palace came a burst of 
music. From the verandas behind the 
throne a party of musketeers filed in, 
and, taking position between the pil- 
lars on each side of the centre aisle, 
knelt down, with their double-barrelled 
pieces between their knees, and their 
hands clasped before them in an atti- 
tude of prayer. 

As the last man entered the golden 
lattice doors, the doors rolled back into 
the wall, and the King was seen, mount- 
ing a stair leading from a chamber be- 
hind to the summit of the throne. He 
ascended slowly, using his golden- 
sheathed dhar as a staff to his labor- 
ing steps ; and no wonder, for his jew- 


the Gov- 
gilt stool 


elled robe alone weighed one hundred 
pounds. Having dusted the gudhi with 
his own hand, by means of a small 
chowree, or fly-flapper, he had brought 
with him, he took his seat on the left 
side of the throne, resting his elbow on 
the velvet cushion, which had been cov- 
ered with a napkin. Then the Queen, 
who had followed him closely, seated 
herself by his side, — on the right, and 
a little behind him,—where she re- 
ceived from the hands of female at- 
tendants, who showed themselves but 
for a moment, the golden spittoon and 
other ungraceful conveniences, which, 
on all occasions and in all places, must 
be at the elbow of every Burmese dig- 
nitary. Next, she fanned herself for a 
few moments, and then she fanned the 





1867.] 
King; and finally, having been served 
with a lighted cheroot by the shy fin- 
gers of some mysterious maid of honor, 
she smoked in silent expectation. 

The Lord of White Elephants and 
Righteousness is a portly man, with re- 
fined features, an agreeable and intel- 
ligent expression, and delicate hands. 
He wore a sort of long tunic, or sur- 
coat, so thickly set with jewels that the 
material, a kind of light-colored silk, 
was overlaid and almost hidden. Zha- 
va-poo, the crown, is a round tiara of 
similar material, in shape like an In- 
dian morion, surmounted by a spire- 
like ornament several inches high, and 
expanding in flaps or wings over each 
ear. 

The Queen, who, like all her prede- 
cessors, is her husband’s half-sister, 
wore a perfectly close cap, covering 
hair and ears, and forming, as it rose, 
a conical crest, with the point curved 
forward in a volute, like the horn of 
a rhinoceros, or the large nipper of a 
crab’s claw; close lappets hung over 
the cheeks. The rest of her Majes- 
ty’s dress was oddly Elizabethan; the 
sleeves and skirt in ‘ successive over- 
lapping scalloped lappets ” ; around the 
throat a high collar, also scalloped or 
vandyked, and continued in front to 
the waist, where blazed a stomacher, or 
breast-plate, of great gems. Both cap 
and robe were stiff with diamonds. The 
Queen’s name is Tsoo-phragyi, and she 
is the eldest daughter of her husband’s 
father, King Tharawadi. 

On a pedestal between their Majes- 
ties, in front of the throne, stood a 
great golden figure of the Henza, or 
Sacred Goose, — the national emblem. 

When the awful pair had fairly en- 
tered, the Englishmen for the first 
time t but the en- 
tire audience of subjects bowed their 
faces 


ok off their hats; 


to the earth, and clasped their 
hands before them. “The two rows of 
little princes, who lay in file, doubled 
over one another like fallen books on 
a shelf, and the two Atwen-woons, grov- 
elled forward, in their frog-like attitude, 
to a point about half-way to the throne.” 

Then some eight or ten Brahmins 
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(two of whom are court astrologers), in 
white stoles, and white mitres encircled 
with gold leaves, entered the screened 
pew-like recesses near the throne, and 
struck up a choral chant in Sanscrit ; 
which done, one of them immediately 
followed in a solo hymn in Burmese, 
which is thus translated by the Envoy, 
Major Phayre : — 

1. “ May the dangers and enmity 
which arise from the Ten Points be 
calmed and subdued! May the afflic- 
tion of disease never attach itself to 
thee ; and in accordance with the bless- 
ings declared in the sacred Pali, mayest 
thou be continually victorious! May 
thy life be prolonged for more than a 
hundred years, and may thy glory con- 
tinue till the end of the world! Mayest 
thou enjoy whatever is propitious, and 
may all evil be far from thee,—O KiNG! 

2. “ Thy glorious reputation diffuses 
itself like the scent of the sandal-wood, 
and exceeds the refulgence of the moon! 
Lord of the Celestial Elephant, — of 
the Excellent White Elephant! Mas- 
ter of the Celestial Weapon! Lord of 
Life, and Great Chief of Righteous- 
ness! Lineal descendant of Mahatha- 
mada and Mahadha-mayadza! Like 
unto the Kings of the Universe, who 
governed the four great islands of the 
solar system, and were versed in charms 
and spells of fourteen descriptions, may 
thy glory be prolonged, and thy life 
be extended, to more than a hundred 
years! Mayest thou enjoy whatever is 
propitious, and may all evil be far from 
thee,— O KincG! 

3. “Great Chief of Righteousness! 
whose fame spreads like the fragrance 
of sandzal-wood, and exceeds the glo- 
rious light of the moon, —in whom is 
concentrated all glory and honor, — 
who, with her Majesty, the Queen, the 
lineal descendant of anointed kings, 
happily governest all, — may thy rule 
extend, not only to the great Southern 
Island (the earth), which is tens of thou- 
sands of miles in extent, but to all the 
four grand and five hundred smaller 
Islands! May it equal the stability of 
the mountains Yoo-gan-toh, Myen-mo, 
and Hai-ma-garee; and until the end 
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of the world mayest thou and thy de- 
scendants continue in unbroken line, 
unto the royal son and royal great- 
grandson, that thy glory may endure 
for countless ages! And may thy roy- 
al life be prolonged for more than a 
hundred years, —O KING! 

4. “May our king be continually 
victorious! When the divine Buddha 
ascended the golden throne, all created 
beings inhabiting millions of worlds 
became his subjects, and he overcame 
all enemies. So may kings by hun- 
dreds and thousands, and tens of thou- 
sands, come with offerings of celestial 
weapons, white elephants, fiying horses, 
virgins, and precious stones of divers 
sorts, and do homage to the Golden 
Feet, which resemble the germs of the 
lotos, —O KING!” 

Now, even for an exploit in poetical 
license, that is sublimely cool, consid- 
ering that a mere yesterday of thirty 
years has sufficed to strip the Throne 
of the Golden Foot of dominions which 
were the gradual acquisition of more 
than two bloody centuries of drunken 
lust, and that the dread Lord of Life 
and Master of the Celestial Weapon 
well knew that day that he no longer 
had access to the sea save through 


— 


many leagues of British territory, — 
considering that the chronicle of the 
Burmese kings is one of the bloodiest 
chapters in the book of Time, a record 
of hell-engendered monsters, conceived 
in incest, brought forth in insanity, 
trained to the very sport of slaughter, 
and doomed to quick assassination or 
the most summary deposition and dis- 
grace, — considering that even this 
“just and humane” Mendoon-men 
himself had deposed his cock-fighting 
brother, the Pagdn-men, and sacked 
and burned his capital, and that even 
now he held him a close prisoner, poor 
and despised, in a corner of the forti- 
fied. city, and finally, that even as 
that pzan of infatuation ascends to the 
besotted ears of the King, given up of 
God to believe lies, his own brother, 
the Ein-shé-men, possessed of a devil 
of precedent, crouches like a tiger be- 
low the dais, and plots assassination 


[ October, 


and usurpation in his cunning bit of 
looking-glass. 
The chants concluded, the Tara- 
Thoogyi read from a paradeik, or black 
note-book, an address to the King, stat- 
ing that the offerings his Majesty pur- 
posed making to certain pagodas at the 
capital were ready. “Let them be 
dedicated!” said one of the officials 
solemnly ; and the music was renewed. 
This dedication, the chant of the Brah- 
mins, and the singular ceremony of 
A-beit-theit (literally, a pouring out of 
water on a solemn occasion), together 
constitute the formal inauguration of 
a royal sitting. Then the Governor- 
General’s letter was drawn from its 
cover, and read aloud by a Than-dau- 
gan, or Receiver of the Royal Voice, 
who also read the list of presents for 
the King and Queen. A railway model, 
contributed by Sir Macdonald Stephen- 
son, was immediately produced and 
exhibited in the Hall, — the only one of 
the presents uncovered there, — and ex- 
cited lively interest among the Bur- 
mese. All the readings were intoned 
in a high recitative, like the English 
Cathedral service ; and the long-drawn 
“ Phrd-d4-4-4!” (My Lord!) was deliv- 
ered like the “ Amen” of the Liturgy. 

After this, his Majesty, without mov- 
ing his lips, but speaking by an Atwen- 
woon, who discharged for that occa- 
sion the function of Royal Tongue, 
condescended to address to the Envoy 
three formal questions, prescribed by 
custom and precedent, thus : — 

Royal Tongue. “1s the English ruler 
well?” 

Envoy. “The English ruler is well.” 

Receiver of the Royal Voice (in a loud 
tone). “By reason of your Majesty’s 
great glory and excellence, the English 
ruler is well ; and therefore, with obei- 
sance, I represent the same to your 
Majesty.” 

Royal Tongue. “How long is it since 
you left the English country ? ” 

Envoy. “It is now fifty-five days 
since we left Bengal, and have arrived, 
and lived happily, at the Royal City.” 

Receiver of the Royal Voice. “ By rea- 
son of your Majesty’s great glory and 
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excellence it is fifty-five days since the 
Envoy left the English country, and he 
has now happily arrived at the Golden 
Feet. Therefore, with obeisance,” &c., 
«ce. 

Royal Tongue. “ Are the rain and air 
propitious, so that the people live in 
happiness and ease ? ” 

Envoy. “ The seasons are favorable, 
and the people live in happiness.” 

Receiver of the Royal Voice. “ By rea- 
son of your Majesty’s great glory and 
excellence, the rain and air are propi- 
tious, and the people live in happi- 
ness.” 

And here the awful conversation 
came to a profound close. Gifts were 
presently bestowed on all the officers of 
the mission ;—to the Envoy a gold cup 
embossed with the zodiacal signs, a fine 
ruby, a tsalwé of nine cords, and a hand- 
some putso; to other officers, a plain 
gold cup, ring, and putso, or a ring and 
putso only. 

Then the King rose to depart, the 
Queen assisting him to rise, and after- 
ward using the royal dhar to help her- 
self up. “They passed through the 
gilded lattice, the music played again, 
from the wall, 
id that we might re- 


the doors out 
tire.” 


On twenty-first, Major Phayre 


had a private interview, by appoint- 
ment, with the 


King. The reception 
As the Envoy 
ed the palace, he found the 
assembled urt under a circular tem- 


was almost e famille. 


ap} roach 


porary building, called a Mandat, where 
music and dancing were going on, — 
the King a kind of 
sofa in a room raised several feet above 
the level of the mandat. The Envoy 
was led forward and shown to a place 


half reclined on 


among the ministers, who, as well as 
all the rest of the company, were seat- 
ed on the ground, — only the dancers 
standing. Outside squatted guards in 
red jackets, with red Japier-maché hel- 
mets, and muskets with the buts rest- 
ing between their legs. Eight couples 
of men and women were dancing. The 
King did not speak to Major Phayre, 


but, on the contrary, retired as he en- 
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tered, and sent him word that he would 
see him in another room; where again, 
he found his Majesty reclining on a 
sofa, no longer in imperial costume, but 
the ordinary garb of the country, —a 
silk putso, or waist-cloth, of gay colors, 
a white cotton jacket, reaching a little 
below the hips, and a single fillet af 
book-muslin twisted round his head. 
On his left, at a little distance, were 
some half-dozen of his sons, “of all 
ages up to sixteen years,” crouching on 
the ground, with their chins touching 
it. A band of girls in fantastic court- 
dresses were in an anteroom, discours- 
ing soft music on stringed instruments. 
One of the Atwen-woons, with several 
other officers of the court, and a few 
pages, had followed the Envoy, and 
now sat together near the end of the 
room. The King held up his hand, 
and the music ceased. He then re- 
quested the Envoy to notice some large 
imitation lotos-flowers in a vase; and 
as he spoke, the buds, which had been 
closed, suddenly expanded, and out of 
one of them flew a solitary sparrow. 
The king smiled, and one of the com- 
pany said, “ Each bud had a bird im- 
prisoned, but they managed to escape, 
all but this one.” 

Then the King said to the Envoy, 
“ Have you read the Mengala-thoot ? ” 

“T have, your Majesty.” 

“ Do you know the meaning of it ?” 

“T do. I have read the Burmese in- 
terpretation.” 

“ How many precepts does it con- 
tain?” 

* Thirty-eight.” 

* Do you remember them ? ” 

The Envoy did not; so the King 
repeated some of the precepts of this 
summary of beatitude,—a sermon of 
Guadma’s, containing thirty rules of 
life, against pride, anger, evil associ- 
ates, and the like. 

Then followed much talk about a 
treaty which the Envoy was anxious 
to procure ; but the King, with diplo- 
matic adroitness, put him off; for the 
Burmese hate treaties, and always 
break them. Said his Majesty, very 
dryly: “I have heard a great deal of 
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you, and that you are wise and well 
disposed. I should not have taken the 
same pains to receive every one; I 
should have done according to custom. 
You have commenced well. But in a 
man’s life, and in every transaction, 
there is a beginning, a middle, and an 
end,” — illustrating the remark by run- 
ning his finger along the hilt of his dhar 
of state, which lay on a stand before 
him. 

“Did you receive the marble pagoda 
I sent you?” 

“I did, your Majesty, and have 
brought a singing-bird box, as a token 
of my thanks.” 

“I am going to bestow on you a 
ring, which you will find very curious.” 

Here a ring, half sapphire and half 
topaz, was brought in, and presented to 
the Envoy. 

The King expressed a wish to en- 
gage some one to take charge of his 
ruby mines, and especially his lively 
desire to procure a model of a human 
skeleton, made of wood, and so ar- 
ranged that the action of the joints in 
sitting and rising should be shown. 
The Envoy promised to attend to this. 
Some trays of cakes and sweetmeats 
were then brought in, and the King, 
having particularly recommended one 
or two of the dishes to the Envoy, re- 
tired. During the interview his Majesty 
behaved with much courtesy and kind- 
ness. One of his children, about 
eighteen months old, ran in two or 
three times, naked as he was born, and 
climbed up on the couch; the young 
sons now and then lighted the King’s 
cheroot, and gave him water to drink. 

On the 2d of October the Envoy is 
again with the King in the small pa- 
vilion ; about a hundred persons are 
present, including two Atwen-woons, 
the Nan-ma-dau-Phra Woon, and sev- 
eral Shan Tsaub-was, but none of the 
Woongyis. The King asked the Envoy 
if he had been to the Pyee-Kyoung to 
see the Tshaya-dau, or Royal Teacher, 
Patriarch or Bishop of all the Monks. 

“1 have, your Majesty.” 

“Did he discourse to you, and did 
you approve of what he said?” 
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“ He discoursed on moral duties, and 
what he said was very proper.” 

“You know what we call the Ten 
Virtues.* Do you approve of them?” 

“ They are most excellent.” 

“What length of time, according to 
your books, is a Kamba?” (A com- 
plete revolution of nature, a geological 
period, it might almost be called.) 

“Our books, your Majesty, do not 
contain that.” 

“Well, we say that ina Kamba the 
life period of man gradually advances 
from the limit of ten years to an Athen- 
khya,t and then gradually diminishes 
from that down to ten years again. 
When that has been repeated sixty-four 
times it constitutes a period, which 
again is repeated sixty-four times; and 
when four such compound periods have 
been repeated, the whole era is calleda 
Kamba, or a grand revolution of the 
universe. The world is then destroyed, 
and a new era commences.” 

The King then entered into a long 
discourse on the history of the Mahan- 
Zat, or life of Guadma in one of his for- 
mer births, the gist of which was that 
a king who had a wise minister could 
get anything he set his heart upon. 
After which he related the story of a 
king of Benares, who had three birds’ 
eggs brought to him; one produced 
a parrot, one an owl, and the other 
a mainah; and to each of these, in 
course of time, a department of the 
state was intrusted, but the highest, 
politics, fell to the parrot. 

“TI believe,” to the Envoy, ironically, 
“your English kings have existed for 
two hundred years or more. Have 
they not?” 

“The English nation, your Majesty, 
have had kings to reign over them for 
fifteen hundred years.” 

“ My ancestors have come in regular 
descent from King Mahatha-mada” (the 
. Self- 
Patience ; 


r. Charity; 2. Religious Observances; 3 


denial; 4. Learning; 5. Diligence; 6. 


7. Truth; 8, Perseverance; 9. Friendship; 10. Im- 
partiality. 

+ Athenkhya is a corruption, or Burmese pronun- 
ciation, of asankhya, Sanscrit, from the negative 
a and sankhya, “ number,” — literally, “‘ innumer- 
able” 


unit and one hundred and forty ciphers. 


; but as a Buddhist period, it is expresse 1 
Yule. 
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first king who established government 
on the earth,— many millions of years 
ago, at the beginning of the present 
Kamba, in fact). 

Envoy (to one of the Atwen-woons, 
to show that he knew that no such 
king had ever reigned in Burmah). 
“Which of the royal cities did Ma- 
hatha-mada build ?” 

The Atwen-woon only stared. 

“QO,” said the quick-witted Woon- 
douk, “ that king reigned in Myit-tshe- 
ma-detha (the Middle land, India}.” 

King. “Our race once reigned in all 
the countries you hold. Now the Ka- 
lds have come close up to us.” 

Envoy. “It is very true, your Ma- 
jesty.” 

“Have you read any part of our 
Maha-Radza-Weng [Chronicles of the 
Kings|?” 

“JT have read portions of them, your 
Majesty, and am very anxious to read 
more. 

“Well, I will present you with a 
complete copy, and also a copy of the 
550 Zats, and the Mahan-Zats; and 
when you come again I shall expect 
to find that you have studied them. 
I should like to have a copy of your 
Radza-Weng [History of Kings].” 

“That I will present to your Ma- 
jesty.” 

“It is only right, and the part of a 
wise man, to gather instruction from 
the records of the past and the works 
sy the study of these books 
you will be enabled to divine people’s 
thoughts from their appearance, and 
may aspire to the most difficult of all 
attainments, — the discerning of which 
is the greater principle, matter or 
spirit.” 

The King then inquired if the En- 
voy had visited the Royal Tanks, at 


of sages. 


ac 


Oungben-lé and other places, which 
had been recently constructed. 

“T have not, your Majesty; but I 
purpose going.” 

“JT have caused ninety-nine tanks 
and ancient reservoirs to be dug, or 


repaired, and sixty-six canals, where- 
by a great deal of rice land will be 
made available. In the reign of Nau- 
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tanks and canals 
I purpose renew- 


rabha-dzyai 9999 
were constructed. 
ing them.” 

“ Ninety-nine” in Burmese signifies 
a large number merely. Thus, Cap- 
tain Hannay was told that there were 
ninety-nine jhee/s, or lakes, in the dis- 
trict of Tagoung. An ancient king of 
Aracan is said to have founded ninety- 
nine cities on each side of the Ara- 
can River. The Burmese speak of the 
ninety-nine towns of the Shan country. 
Duttagamini, king of Ceylon, is said to 
have built ninety-nine great temples. 
The Buddhist physiology reckons nine- 
ty-nine joints and ninety-nine thousand 
pores of the human body. * 

At a later interview, the Envoy took 
particular note of the personal appear- 
ance of this royal barbarian. His skin 
was smooth and clear, and his bright 
black eyes twinkled, and displayed a 
true Chinese obliquity when he laughed, 
ashe did every two or three minutes. 
His mustache was good, his throat and 
jaws were very massive, his chest and 
arms remarkably well developed, and 
his hands clean and small. The re- 
treating forehead, which marked him 
as a descendant of Alompra, was espe- 
cially conspicuous. 

He reclined, in a characteristic atti- 
tude, on a splendid sofa, wrought in 
mosaic of gilding and looking-glass, 
spread with a rich yellow velvet mat- 
tress, bordered with crimson; and a 
corresponding rug, of crimson bor- 
dered with yellow, was spread below 
for the regalia. These consisted of 
a fantastic gilded ornament, “in size 
and shape much like a pair of stag’s 
antlers,” festooned with a muslin scarf, 
and intended to receive the royal dhar ; 
and of the large golden Henza, set 
with precious stones. Other royal 
paraphernalia, such as the golden 
spittoon and salver, and the stand for 
the water-goglet, with its conical gold- 
en cover set with gems, were brought 
in and deposited on the rug when his 
Majesty appeared. Dancing- women 
were performing in the central aisle 
before the throne, to the music of a 


* Yule’s Narrative. 
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group of female minstrels, gayly at- 
tired, and crowned with pagoda-shaped 
tiaras, like those worn by the princes 
in the plays. 

Speaking of the Maha-Radza-Weng, 
and other books which he had ordered 
to be brought for the Envoy, the King 
said: “ The mass of earth, water, and 
air which composes the Great Island 
[the earth] and Mount Myen-mo is vast, 
but learning is more stupendous still, 
and great labor is necessary to acquire 
it. Do you [the Envoy] know how 
many elements there are in a man’s 
body ?” 

“I cannot inform your Majesty.” 

“ The body consists of a great num- 
ber of particles, small as flour or dust. 
One hair of the head appears like a 
single fibre, yet it is made up of a 
great number of smaller fibres; just 
as one of the long ropes you sound 
the depth of water with is composed 
of many short fibres. Of the ele- 
ments, earth enters into the bones, 
and water into the hair.” 

In this connection, Captain Yule has 
an interesting note to the first chapter 
of his narrative: —“ There seems to 
turn up now and then in the science 
of the Buddhists a very curious par- 

dy, as it were, or 
some of the great truths or 
speculations of modern science; just 


chance sugges- 


tion, of 


as there are circumstances of their re- 
ligion which seem to run parallel with 
circumstances and forms of Christian- 
ity or Christian churches, and which 
made the old Jesuit fathers think that 
the Devil had, of malice aforethought, 
prepared these travesties of Christian 
rites and mysteries among the heathen, 
in order to cast ridicule on the Church, 
and bar her progress. An example of 
what I allude to is found here, as re- 
gards electricity, in their apparent 
knowledge of the non-conducting pow- 
er of glass. In the Buddhist theory 
of the universe, we have an infinity 
of contemporary systems, each pro- 
vided with its sun and planets, anal- 
ogous to the commonly received opin- 
ion of the plurality of worlds. We 
have also their infinite succession of 
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creations and destructions by fire or 
water, analogous to a formerly popu- 
lar geological theory. They hold the 
circulation of the blood, after a fashion. 
The King’s conversations at Amara- 
poora indicated his belief in the atom- 
ic constitution of the body, and of 
the existence of a microscopic world, 
though his illustrations were not ac- 
curate. And when Mr. Crawfurd pub- 
lished his account of fossil elephant 
bones from the Irrawaddi, Colonel 
Burney tells us that the Burmese 
philosophers expressed much satisfac- 
tion at the discovery, as establishing 
their books. These 
taught that in former there 
were ten elephants, but 
that the smallest species alone sur- 
vived.” 

The King inquired who of the Eng- 
lish gentlemen were then present. 

Woondouk. “There are Captain Yule, 
the Secretary to the Mission (Letya 
Bogyee, or right-hand chief); Dr. For- 
syth (7shaya Woon, or supreme over 
the teachers); Professor Oldham, the 
geologist (Kyouk Tshaya, or rock 
teacher); and Major Allan (Meaday 
Woon and Mhan Byoung Bo, tele- 
scope officer).” 

King. “Major Allan is a good man. 
Does he speak Burmese ?” 

“ A little, your Majesty.” 

“ Not so much as the Envoy, I sup- 
He should study. Parrots, by 
diligence, learn languages. Have you 
parrots that can speak English?” 

Envoy. “We have, your Majesty.” 

“ And we have parrots that even un- 
derstand writing. What ‘stones is the 
Rock Teacher acquainted with ?” 

“He knows all kinds, 
jesty.” 

“ In my country there are mountains, 
along the side of which if horses, ele- 
phants, or men go, a green shadow is 
cast on their bodies. Your black coat 
would appear green there. How does 
he explain this ?” 

Professor Oldham suggested that it 
might arise from copper on the sur- 
face. 

* No, it cannot be that, as the cop- 


the doctrine of 


times 
species of 


pose. 


your Ma- 
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per is not seen. I think it results 
from emeralds below.” * 

To Dr. Forsyth. “How many ele- 
mentary substances are there in the 
human body ?” 

Dr. F. “ Four substances.” 

“ That is correct. Could a man have 
one of them destroyed, and yet survive ?” 

“It might be partially injured, and 
he yet survive.” 

“ But suppose the element on which 
the issues of the body depend were to 
be destroyed, could the man survive ?” 

“In that case he must die, if the ac- 
tion could not be restored.” 

“That is true. It is proper for 
every physician to be conversant with 
the elementary substances. There are 
a great number of books on the sub- 
ject of medicine in the Burmese lan- 
guage, - 
hand al 

Envoy. 


books se deep,” — raising his 
ove his head. 

“T have received from your 
Majesty a fossil alligator’s head, which 
is very much prized by the Rock 
Teacher ; and I have heard there are 
Biloos’+ (monsters’) bones in some 
parts of the country.” 

King. “There are Biloos’ bones in 
the Yau district, and you can have as 
many as you choose, or a whole Biloo 
even.” (Zo the Woondouk,) “See that 
this is attended to.” (Zo the Atwen- 
woons,) “ These people cannot sit long 
thus without being cramped.” 

His then flung himself 
brusquely off the sofa, turned 
back, his shoes, and strode 
away without any leave-taking. His 
manner was easy and full of good-hu- 


Majesty 
his 
put on 


*“ Amid lovel 
wooded hills, 
k 


bore on its 


y prospects of rich valleys, and 
and winding waters, almost every rock 


urface the yellow gleam of gold. 


True, 
according to the voyager, the precious metal was it- 


self absent ; but Sir Walter [Raleigh], on afterward 


showing the stones to a Spaniard of the Caracas, 


was told by him that they were madre del oro, 


mother of gold, and that the mine itself was further 
in the grour — Hugh Miller. 

+ A sort of demon-monkeys, grotesquely hideous 
and fearfully funny,— generally depicted as black 
Calibans, tusks. Judson them as 
“‘monsters which devour human flesh, and possess 
certain superhuman powers.” According to a 
Buddhist legend, Guadma, when he attempted to 
land at Martaban, was stoned by the Nats and 
Biloos, who then inhabited that country, as well as 
Tavoy and Mergui; and Captain Yule imagines 


with defines 
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mor; but he chewed betel to almost 
disgusting excess; the golden pawn- 
box was never out of his hand, and 
he played with it as he talked. 

When he was gone, refreshments 
were brought in, — pancakes filled with 
spiced meats, jellies of rice-starch, in 
various colors, and other viands. But 
the most Oriental and by no means 
the least palatable dish consisted of 
fried locusts, stuffed with spiced meat. 
They were brought in “ hot-and-hot,” 
in relays of saucers, and tasted like 
fried shrimps. 

In the large audience-hall, adjoin- 
ing the pavilion, ten or twelve richly 
dressed dancing-girls slowly circled to 
passionate music, brandishing in both 
hands bunches of peacock’s feathers, 
throwing themselves into a variety of 
difficult and curious attitudes, and 
chanting all the while in a pleasing 
chorus, which singularly resembled 
the psalmody of a choir in an Eng- 
lish parish church. 

A few days later the Envoy called, 
pour prendre congé, on the Ein-shé- 
men, whose physiognomy he describes 
as that of a strong-willed, boisterous, 
passionate, and energetic man, with 
but little intellect or refinement, but 
not, perhaps, without kindly impulses. 
He was full of questions,— among 
others, “ What nation first made gun- 
powder?” 

Envoy. “I am not quite sure, your 
Highness, whether it was first made 
in England or Germany. Our books 
say that it was known from an earlier 
period in China.” 
tradition here of an 
alien and savage race of aborigines (akin, perhaps, 


to the quasi-nmegroes of the Andamans), who have 
become the 


there may be some dim 


siloos, or Ogres, of Burman legend, 
**just as our Ogres took their name, probably, from 
the Ugrians of Northeastern Europe.” 
scription 


The de- 
of the Andaman negroes by the Moham- 
medan travellers of the ninth century, as quoted by 
Prichard, would answer well for the Biloos of Bur- 
mah: “The people eat human flesh quite raw; 
their complexion is black, their hair frizzled, their 
countenance and eyes frightful; their feet are 
almost a cubit in length, and they go quite naked.” 
The comic element, however, always enters into the 
Burmese conception of a Biloo. On the pavement 
of a royal monastery at Amarapoora is a set of bas- 
reliefs representing Biloos in all sorts of impish atti- 
tudes and antics. 








464 


“Ah!” interposed the sly old 
Woondouk. “You won’t say where 
gunpowder was first made, because you 
want it to appear that it was in Eng- 
land.” 

“ Not at all; the point is a doubtful 
one. I tell you exactly what I know.” 

“ Then where were muskets first in- 
vented ?” 

“T cannot tell you. The first use 
of cannon on record was by the Eng- 
lish, some five hundred years ago.” 

Prince. “What nation first made 
steamships ?” 

* America, your Highness. The 
steam-engine was invented in England, 
and an American adapted it to ships.” 

Woondouk. “Those are the people 
who went out from you, and you could 
not govern them, and they set up for 
themselves.” 

Envoy. “ Precisely. Just as the peo- 
ple of Aracan, of your own race and 
religion, settled in that country, and 
had a king of their own, and you lost 
dominion over them.” (Much good-hu- 
mored laughter at this reply.) 

Speaking of the friendly relations be- 
tween England and France, the Envoy 
explained that communication is kept 
up constantly between the two coun- 
tries by means of the electric telegraph. 
(Zo the Woondouk.) “You have seen 
the telegraph in Bengal, and will be 
able to inform his Highness about it.” 

Woondouk. “They put a wire on 
posts above the ground, or bury it 
underneath, carrying it over mountains 
and through rivers; and at certain sta- 
tions apart there are magnetic needles, 
which shake to denote the letters of 
the words of a message that is sent. 
Thus they converse together, though 
they are hundreds of miles apart.” 

This Wooadouk, Moung Mhon, was 
avery astute and ingenious man. When 
he accompanied the old Dalla-Woon on 
a mission to the Governor-General, he 
was taken on one occasion, by Major 
Phayre and Colonel Baker, to make a 
short excursion on the East India Rail- 
way. When his attention was called 
to the great speed at which they were 
travelling, he made no remark, except 
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to ask the interval between two tele- 
graph posts on the line; and then, 
counting the beats of his own pulse, 
and making a mental estimate of the 
rapidity with which he passed those 
intervals, he quietly said, “ Yes, we are 
going very fast.” 

Woondouk. “Now where was the 
electric telegraph first discovered ?” 

Envoy. “1 believe the discovery was 
nearly contemporaneous in England 
and America.” 

Woondouk. “ But it must have been 
in one place or the other.” 

Envoy. “In Europe, where men of 
science are engaged in a great variety 
of studies, and publish their views and 
Opinions, similar discoveries are fre- 
quently made about the same time in 
different countries.” 

The visits of ceremony to the four 
Woongyis, and to old Moung Pathee, 
the Nan-ma-dau Woon, were marked by 
circumstances of peculiar interest. At 
the house of the Magwé Menghi (Great 
Prince of Magwé), the most intellectual 
and influential of the Woongyis, the 
floor was laid with carpets, and chairs 
for the visitors were set at a long table. 
The large silk curtain which separated 
the reception-room from the women’s 
apartment was partly raised at one 
corner; and there, on carpets, were 
seated all the ladies of the family. 
Breakfast was served, at first in Eng- 
lish fashion, with bread and butter, 
muffins and tarts. But presently the 
hospitable Woongyi called out cheerily, 
“ Come, come! they know an English 
breakfast well enough; let us have 
Burmese dishes now.” Then came 
sweetmeats and dainties of various 
kinds, and in profusion, — in all, fifty- 
seven dishes. After the breakfast the 
usual Burmese dessert of betel-nut, 
pawn, pickled tea,* salted ginger in 
small strips, fried garlic, walnuts with- 
out the shells, roasted groundnuts, &c., 


* Hiafet, or pickled tea, made up with a little oil, 
salt. and garlic, or assafcetida, is eaten in small quan- 
tities by the Burmese, after dinner, as we eat cheese. 
They say it promotes digestion, and they cannot live 
in comfort without it. Hlapet is also passed around 
on many ceremonial occasions, and on the conclu- 
sion of lawsuits, 
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on little gold and silver dishes ; and, 
last of all, cheroots. 

The Woongyi led in his wife, and 
would have her attempt an English 
chair, next the Envoy; but the old 
lady, after several amiable efforts to 
reconcile herself to the foreign situa- 
tion, bravely tucked in her scanty robes, 
and doubled her legs under her. 

From the Magwé Menghi’s they 
passed to the houses of the Mein- 
loung, the Myo-doung, and the Pakhdn 
Menghi, (all Woonghis,) and of the 
venerable Nan-ma-dau Woon, — break- 
fasting at each. At the residence of the 
Pakhin Menghi several ladies joined 
the party at table; these were the 
Woongyi’s wife, who had been one of 
Tharawadi’s queens, with her mother 
and two sisters, —all really lady-like 
and self-possessed, fairer than the gen- 
erality of Burmese women, and of deli- 
cate and graceful figures, though not 
pretty. They wore the usual /awein, 
or narrow petticoat of gorgeously striped 
silk, polka jackets of thin white muslin, 
and ornaments of extraordinary bril- 
liancy. Their ear-cylinders were gold ; 
but instead of being open tubes, as 
commonly worn at the capital, they 
were closed in front, and set with one 
large cut diamond, ruby, or emerald, 
surrounded by smaller brilliants. The 
necklace consisted of a narrow chain 
of gold, plain, or set with pearls, and 
bearing table diamonds in two rows, 
one fixed and the other pendent. They 
also wore superb rings, in which were 
rubies of noble size. 

Among the ladies seated on the 
ground were two strongly resembling 
one another, and with the receding 
forehead which marks all the descend- 
ants of Alompra. These were daugh- 
ters of the Mekhara-men, that uncle 
of King Tharawadi who used to trans- 
late articles from Rees’s Cyclopedia 
into Burmese, and who assisted Mr. 
Lane, a merchant of Ava, in the com- 
pilation of the English and Burmese 
Dictionary which bears the name of 
the latter. 

For a Kal4 at Amarapoora not to 
know the Lord White Elephant is to 

VOL. XX. — NO. 120. 30 


The Throne of the Golden Foot. 


465 


argue himself unknown. Consequently 
a presentation to that Buddhistic demi- 
god in bleached and animated India- 
rubber was a crowning ceremonial, 
essential, in a political as well as re- 
ligious point of view, to the success of 
the embassy. He “receives” in his 
“palace,” a little to the north of the 
Hall of Audience. On the south are 
sheds for the vulgar monsters of his 
retinue, and brick godowus, in which 
the state carriages, and the massive 
and gorgeous golden litters, are stowed. 

Captain Yule says the present white 
elephant is the very one mentioned by 
Padre Sangermano as having been 
caught in 1806, — to the great joy of the 
king, who had just lost the preceding 
incumbent, a female, which died after a 
year’s captivity. “He is very large, 
almost ten feet high, with a noble head 
and pair of tusks. But he is long- 
bodied and lank, and not otherwise 
handsome for an elephant. He is 
sickly too, and out of condition, being 
distempered for five months in the year, 
from April to August. His eye, the 
iris of which is yellow, with a reddish 
outer annulus, and a small, clear black 
pupil, has an uneasy glare, and his 
keepers evidently mistrust his temper. 
The annulus round the iris is pointed 
out as resembling a circle of the nine 
gems. His color is almost uniform, — 
about the ground-tint of the mottled or 
freckled part of the trunk and ears of 
common elephants, perhaps a little 
darker. He also has pale freckles on 
the same parts. On the whole, he is 
well entitled to his appellation.” 

His royal paraphernalia are mag- 
nificent. The driving-hook is three 
feet long, the stem a mass of small 
pearls, girt at frequent intervals with 
bands of rubies, and the hook and 
handle of crystal, tipped with gold. 
The headstall is of fine red cloth, plen- 
tifully studded with choice rubies, and 
near the extremity are some precious 
diamonds. Fitting over the bumps of 
the forehead are circles of the nine 
gems, which are supposed to be charms 
against malign influences. 

When caparisoned, he also wears on 
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the forehead, like 
nitaries, including 


other Burmese dig- 
the king himself, a 
golden plate inscribed with his titles, 
and a gold crescent set with circles of 
large gems between the eyes. Large 
silver tassels hang in front of his ears, 
and he is harnessed with bands of gold 
and crimson set witl 
pure gold. 


large bosses of 
He is a regular estate of 
the realm, having a Woon, or minister, 
of his own, four gold umbrellas, the 
white umbrellas which are peculiar to 
royalty, and a suite of thirty attendants. 
The Burmese remove 
entering his palace. 


their shoes on 
He has an appa- 
nage, or territory, assigned to him to 


“eat,” like other princes of the Em- 
pire. In Burney’s time it was the rich 


cotton district of Taroup Myo. 
The present king never rides the 
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white elephant; but his uncle used to 
do so frequently, acting as his own 
mahout, which was one of the royal 
accomplishments of the ancient Indian 
kings. 

“The importance attached to the 
possession of a white elephant,” says 
Captain Yule, “is traceable to the Bud- 
dhist system. A white elephant of cer- 
tain wonderful endowments is one of the 
seven precious things the possession 
of which marks the Maha chakravartti 
Raja, ‘the great wheel-turning king,’ 
the holy and universal sovereign, a 
character who appears once in a cycle, 
at the period when the waxing and wan- 
ing term of human life has 
maximum of an asankhya 


reached its 
in duration. 
Hence the white elephant is the ensign 
of universal sovereignty.” 





THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A QUACK. 
IN TWO PARTS 
PART L 


_ this present moment of time I 
4 am what the doctors call an inter- 


esting case, and am to be found in bed 


No. to, Ward II. Massachusetts Gen- 
eral Hospital. I am told that I have 
Ww is called Addison’s Disease, — 
and that it is this pleasing malady 
W 1 Causes me to be covered with 
large blotches of a dark mulatto tint, 
such as I suppose would make me pe- 
culiarly acceptable to a Massachusetts 


constituency, if my legs were onlystrong 
ch to enable me to run for Con- 
However, it 


enou 


is a rather grin 
hs 4 he 1 
subject to joke about, because, if I be- 


gress. 


lieve the doctor who comes around every 
day and thumps me, and listens to my 
chest with as much pleasure as if I was 
music all through, — I say, if I believed 
him, I should suppose I was going to 
die. The fact is, I don’t believe him 


at all. Some of these days I shall 


take a turn and get about again, but 
meanwhile it is rather dull for a stir- 
ring, active person to have to lie still 


and watch myself getting big brown 
and yellow spots all over me, like a 
map that has taken to growing. 

The man on my right has consump- 


tion, smells of cod-liver oil, and 
coughs all night. The man on my 
left is a Down-Easter, with a liver 


which has struck work; looks like a 
human pumpkin ; and how he contrives 
to whittle jack-straws all day, and eat 
he does, I can’t understand. 1 
have tried reading and tried whittling, 
but they don’t 


as 





either of them satisfy 
me, so that yesterday I concluded to 
ask the doctor if he could n’t suggest 
some other amusement. 

I waited until he had gone throu 


rh 


> 


the ward, and then I seized my chance, 
and asked him to stop a moment. 
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“Well,” said 


want ?” 


he, “what do you 
to do, Doctor.” 

a little, and then re- 

tell you what to do; I 

f you were to write out a plain 

account of your life, it would be pretty 

well worth reading, and perhaps would 

y you for a few days at 

ulf of what you told me last 

you must be about as 


serve to occ 
least. If I 
week be true 
clever a scamp as there is to be met 
with, and I suppose you would just as 
lief put it on paper as talk it.” 
“Pretty nearly,” said I; “I think I 
will try it, Doctor.” 

After he left I lay awhile thinking 
over the matter. I knew well enough 
that I what the world calls a 

I knew that I had 
got little good out of the fact. If a 
people call virtuous, and 


gets credit at le 


was 


also 


man is what 
ast for 
a ras- 


life, he 
but when a man is 


down at 


fails in 
the virtue ; 
cal, and trade, 
somehow or other people don’t credit 
him put 
into the business, — and this I call hard. 
I never had much experience of virtue 
being its own reward; but I do know 
that, when rascality is left with noth- 
ing but the contemplation of itself for 
comfort, it is by no means refreshing. 


breaks the 


with the intelligence he has 


Now this is just my present position ; 
and if I did not recall with satisfaction 
the energy and skill with which I did 
my work, I should be nothing but dis- 


gusted at the melancholy spectacle of 


my failure. I suppose that I shall at 
least find occupation in reviewing all 
this, and I think, therefore, that I shall 
try to give a plain and straightforward 
account of the life I have led, and the 
various devices by which I have sought 


to get my share of the money of my 


to be clearly understood, at 
the beginning, that, in what I may have 
to say, I shall stick severely to the 
truth, without any overstrained regard 
for my neighbors’ feelings. In fact, I 
shall have some little satisfaction when 
I do come a little heavy on corn or 
bunyon, because for the past two years 
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the whole world appears to have been 
engaged in trotting 


over mine with as 
much certainty as if there were no 
other standing-room left in creation. 

I shall be rather brief about my early 
life, which possesses little or no interest. 

I was born in Newark, New Jersey, 
and am therefore 
Pennsylvanians call a 
and sometimes a 
them best. My fat 
able physician in | practi 
busy to look after My mother 
died too early for me to remember her 
at all. 
as our housekeeper indulged me to the 
utmost, and I thus acquired a taste fo1 
having my Own way and the best of 


] 
wha 


those dreary 
ersey Yankee, 
spani , as pleases 


t 
t 
J 


pect- 


An old aunt who took her place 


everything, which h 
through life. 
it was that I first | 
must have 
Indeed, I believe I may 
tably speaking, whic! 
to speak of one’s 


I do t 


been 


doctors call a kleptomaniac, — which 
means that, w! ld 
thing in 
As to education, 
that, but | 
liking for reading, and 
light literature. At the age of six- 
teen I was sent to Nassau Hall, best 
known as Princeton College; but, 
reasons which I 

fully, I did not remain 
of the Junior year. The causes which 
led to my removal were not the usual 
foolish scrapes in which college lads 
indulge. Indeed, I never have been 
guilty of any of those wanton pi 
wickedness which injure the feelings 
of others while they 
result. When I left to return home, ! 
set myself seriously to reflect upon the 
necessity of greater caut in fi 
ing out my inclinations, and fri 
time forward I have steadily 
the vulgar vice of directly | g 
myself of objects to which I could show 
no legal title. My father was justly 
indignant at the results of my college 
career; and, according to my aunt, his 
sorrow had some effect in shortening 


eI I could n eet a 
other way, 1 took it. 
I took very little of 


had, notwithstanding, a 


any 


especially for 


for 
need 
1 
I 


not state very 


] 


veyond the close 


aces of 


lead to no useful 


m that 
avoide d 


possessing 
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his life, which ended rather suddenly 
within the year. 

I was now about nineteen years old, 
and, as I remember, a middle-sized, 
well-built young fellow, with large, dark 
eyes, a slight mustache, and, I have 
been told, with very good manners, and 
a somewhat humorous turn. Besides 
these advantages, my guardian held in 
trust for me about three thousand dol- 
lars. After some consultation between 
us, it was resolved that I should study 
medicine. 

Accordingly I set out for Philadel- 
phia, with many good counsels from 
my aunt and guardian. I look back 
upon this period as a turning-point in 
my life. I had seen enough of the 
world already to know that, if you can 
succeed honestly, it is by far the pleas- 
antest way; and I really believe that, if 
I had not been endowed with such a 
fatal liking for all the good things of 
life, I might have lived along as reputa- 
bly as most men. This, however, is, 
and always has been, my difficulty, and 
I suppose that I am not therefore alto- 
gether responsible for the incidents to 
which it gave rise. Most men also 
have some ties in life. I had only one, 
a little sister, now about ten years of 
age, for whom I have always had more 
or less affection, but who was of course 
too much my junior to exert over me 
that beneficial control which has saved 
so many men from evil courses. She 
cried a good deal when we parted, and 
this, I think, had a very good effect in 
strengthening my resolution to do noth- 
ing which could get me into trouble. 

The janitor of the College to which I 
went directed me to a boarding-house, 
where I engaged a small, third-story 
room, which I afterwards shared with 
Mr. Chaucer of Jawjaw, as he called 
the State which he had the honor to 
represent. 

In this very remarkable abode I 
spent the next two winters; and final- 
ly graduated, along with two hundred 
more, at the close of my two years 
of study. I should also have been 
one year in a physician’s office as a 
Student, but this regulation is very 
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easily evaded. As to my studies, the 
less said the better. I attended the 
quizzes, as they call them, pretty close- 
ly, and, being of quick and retentive 
memory, was thus enabled to dispense, 
for the most part, with the six or seven 
lectures a day which duller men found 
it necessary to follow. 

Dissecting struck me as a rather 
nasty business for a gentleman, and 
on this account I did just as little as 
was absolutely essential. In fact, if a 
man takes his teckers, and pays the 
dissection fees, nobody troubles him- 
self as to whether or not he does any 
more than this. A like evil exists as 
to graduation; whether you merely 
squeeze through, or pass with credit, 
is a thing which is not made public, 
so that I had absolutely nothing to 
stimulate my ambition. 

The astonishment with which I 
learned of my success was shared by 
the numerous Southern gentlemen who 
darkened the floors, and perfumed with 
tobacco the rooms of our boarding- 
house. In my companions, during the 
time of my studies so called, as in 
other matters in life, I was somewhat 
unfortunate. All of them were South- 
ern gentlemen, with more money than 
I. They all carried great sticks, usu- 
ally sword-canes, and most of them 
bowie-knives ; also they delighted in 
dress-coats, long hair, felt hats, and 
very tight boots, swore hideously, and 
glared at every woman they met as 
they strolled along with their arms 
affectionately over the shoulders of 
their companion. They hated the 
“ Nawth,” and cursed the Yankees, 
and honestly believed that the leanest 
of them was a match for any half- 
dozen of the bulkiest of Northerners. 
I must also do them the justice to say 
that they were quite as ready to fight 
as to brag, which, by the way, is no 
meagre statement. With these gen- 
try, for whom I retain a respect which 
has filled me with regret at the recent 
course of events, I spent a good deal 
of my large leisure. We were what 
the more respectable students of both 
sections called a hard crowd; but 
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what we did, or how we did it, little 
concerns us here, except that, owing 
to my esteem for chivalric blood and 
breeding, I was led into many prac- 
tices and excesses which cost my guar- 
dian much distress and myself a good 
deal of money. 

At the close of my career as a stu- 
dent, I found myself aged twenty-one 
years, and owner of twelve hundred 
dollars, —the rest of my small estate 
having disappeared variously within 
the last two years. After my friends 
had gone to their homes in the South, 
I began to look about me for an office, 
and finally settled upon a very good 
room in one of the down-town localities 
of the Quaker City. I am not specific 
as to number and street, for reasons 
which may hereafter appear. I liked 
the situation on various accounts. It 
had been occupied by a doctor; the 
terms were reasonable; and it lay on 
the skirts of a good neighborhood ; 
while below it lived a motley popula- 
tion, amongst whom I expected to get 
my first patients and such fees as 
were to be had. Into this new home 
I moved my medical text-books, a 
few bones, and myself. Also I dis- 
played in the window a fresh sign, 
upon which was distinctly to be 
read: — 


“Dr. ELIAS SANDCRAFT. 
Office hours, 7 tog A.M. 3 to6 
P. M., 7 to 9 P. M.” 


I felt now that I had done my fair 
share towards attaining a virtuous sub- 
sistence, and so I waited tranquilly, 
and without undue enthusiasm, to see 
the rest of the world do its part in the 
matter. Meanwhile I read up on all 
sorts of imaginable cases, stayed at 
home all through my office hours, 
and at intervals explored the strange 
section of the town which lay to the 
south of my office. I do not suppose 
there is anything like it elsewhere. 
It was then, and still is, a nest of end- 
less grog-shops, brothels, slop-shops, 
and low lodging-houses. You may 
dine here for a penny off of soup made 
from the refuse meats of the rich, 
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gathered at back gates by a horde of 
half-naked children, who all tell varie- 
ties of one woful tale. Here, too, you 
may be drunk at five cents, and lodge 
for three, with men, women, and chil- 
dren of all colors lying about you. It 
is this hideous mixture of black and 
white and yellow -wretchedness which 
makes the place so peculiar. The 
blacks predominate, and have mostly 
that swollen, reddish, dark skin, the 
sign in this race of habitual drunken- 
ness. Of course only the lowest whites 
are here,—rag-pickers, pawnbrokers, 
old-clothes-men, thieves, and the like. 
All of this, as it came before me, I 
viewed with mingled disgust and phi- 
losophy. I hated filth, but I under- 
stood that society has to stand on 
somebody, and I was only glad that I 
was not one of the undermost and 
worst-squeezed bricks. 

You will hardly believe me, but I 
had waited a month without having 
been called upon by a single patient. 
At last the policeman on the beat 
brought me a fancy man, with a dog 
bite. This patient recommended me 
to his brother, the keeper of a small 
pawnbroking shop, and by very slow 
degrees I began to get stray patients 
who were too poor to indulge in up- 
town doctors. I found the police very 
useful acquaintances ; and, by a drink 
or a cigar now and then, I got most of 
the cases of cut heads and the like at 
the next station-house. These, how- 
ever, were the aristocrats of my prac- 
tice ; the bulk of my patients were soap- 
fat-men, rag-pickers, oystermen, hose- 
house bummers, and worse, with other 
and nameless trades, men and women, 
white, black, or mulatto. How they 
got the levies and quarters with which 
I was reluctantly paid, I do not know; 
that indeed was none of my business. 
They expected to pay, and they came 
to me in preference to the dispen- 
sary doctor two or three squares away, 
who seemed to me to live in the lanes 
and alleys about us. Of course he re- 
ceived no pay except experience, since 
the dispensaries in the Quaker City, 
as a rule, do not give salaries to their 
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doctors ; and the vilest of the poor will 
prefer a pay doctor, if he can get one, 
to one of these disinterested gentlemen 
who are at everybody’s call and beck. 
I am told that most young doctors do 
a large amount of poor practice, as it 
is called; but, for my own part, I think 
it better for both parties when the 
doctor insists upon some compensa- 
tion being made to him. This has 
been usually my own custom, and I 
have not found reason to regret it. 
Notwithstanding my 
to my own inte! 


y strict attention 
I have been rather 
sorely dealt with by fate, upon several 
occasions, where, so far as I could see, 


I was vigilantly doing everything in 
my power to keep myself out of trou- 
ble or danger. I may 
one of them, merely as 
of how little man’s intellect 
may be, when fate and the prejudices 
of the mass of men are against him. 

One evening late, 1 myself answered 
a ring at the bell, and found a small 
black boy on the steps, a shoeless, hat- 
less little wretch, with curled darkness 
for hair, and like new tomb- 
stones. It was pretty cold, and he was 
relieving his feet by standing first on 
one and then on the other. He did 
not wait for me to speak. 

“Hi, sah, Missy Barker she say to 
come quick away, sah, to Numbah 709 
Bedford Street.” 

The locality did not look like pay, 


as well relate 
an illustration 
value a 


teeth 


but it was hard to say in this quarter, 
because sometimes you found a well- 
to-do “ brandy-snifter,” — local for gin- 
shop,—or a 
jeweller,’ 
next door, in a house no better or worse, 


hard-working “ leather- 
ditto for shoemaker, — with 


dozens of human rats for whom every 
police trap in the city was constantly set. 

With a doubt, then, in my mind as to 
whether I should find a good patient or 
some mean nigger, I sought out the 
place to which I had been directed. I 
did not like its looks ; but I blundered 
up an alley, and into a back room, 
where I fell over somebody, and was 
cursed and told to lie down and keep 
easy, or somebody, meaning the man 
stumbled over, would make me. At last 
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I lit on a staircase which led into the 
alley, and, after some inquiry, got as 
high as the garret. People hereabouts 
did not know one another, or d 
want to know, so that it was of li 
At length I saw 
cracks in the attic 
door, and walked in. —To my amazement, 
the first person I saw was a woman of 


avail to ask questions. 
a light through the 


about thirty-five, in pearl-gray Quaker 
dress, — one of your calm, good-looking 
people. 
side a straw mattress, upon which lay a 
black woman. There were three others 
around a small stove, 
which was red-hot, — an unusual spec- 
tacle in this street. 
nasty den. 


She was seated on a stool be- 


crowded close 


Altogether a most 


As I came in, the little Quaker wo- 
man got up, and said, “I took the lib- 
erty of sending for thee to look at this 
poor woman. I am afraid she has the 
small-pox. Will thee be so kind as to 
look at her?” And with this she held 
down the candle towards the bed. 

‘Good gracious !” said I hastily, see- 
ing how the creature was speckled, 
“J didn’t understand this, or I would 
not have come. Best let her alone, 
miss,” I added, “there ’s nothing to be 
done for these cases.” 

Upon my word, I was astonished at 
the She 
said just those things which make you 


little woman’s indignation. 


feel as if somebody had been calling 
Was la 


and so 


you names or kicking you. 
Was I a man? on. 
However, I never did fancy the small- 
pox, and what could a fellow get by doc- 
toring wretches like these? So I held 
my tongue and went away. About a 
week afterwards, I met Evans, the Dis- 
pensary man. 

“ Halloa!” says he. “ Doctor, you 
made a nice mistake about that darky 
at No. 709 Bedford Street the other 
night. She had nothing but measles 
after all.” 

“ Of course I knew,” said I, laughing ; 
“but you don’t think I was going into 
dispensary trash, do you?” 

“T should think not,” says Evans. 

I learned afterwards that this Miss 
Barker had taken an absurd fancy to 


doctor ? 
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the man because he had doctored the 
darky, and would not let the Quakeress 
pay him. The end was, that when I 
wanted to get a vacancy in the South- 
wark Dispensary, where they do pay 
the doctors, Miss Barker was malig- 
nant enough ‘to take advantage of my 
oversight by telling the whole story to 
the board ; so that Evans got in, and I 
was beaten. 

You may be pretty sure that I found 
rather slow the kind of practice I have 
described, and began to look about for 
In this 
came up 


chances of bettering myself. 


sort of location these now 


and then; and as soon as I got to be 
known as a reliable man, I began to 
get the peculiar sort of practice I want- 
<d. Notwithstanding all my efforts, 
however, I found myself at the close of 
three years with all my means spent, 
and just able to live meagrely from 
hand to mouth, which by no means 
suited a person of my luxurious turn. 
Six months went by, and I was worse 
off than ever,—two months in arrears 
of rent, and numerous other debts to 
cigar-shops and liquor-dealers. Now 
and then, some good job, such as a 
burglar with a cut head, helped me up 
for a while ; but on the whole, I was 
like Slider: Downeyhylle in poor Neal’s 
Charcoal Sketches, and “kept going 
downer and downer the more I tried 
Something must be done. 

One night, as I was debating with 
myself as to how I was to improve my 
position, I heard a knock on my shut- 
and, going to the door, let in a 
broad - shouldered man with a white 
hooked He 
wore a heavy black beard and mus- 
tache, and looked like the wolf in the 
pictures of Red Riding-Hood which I 
had seen as a child. 

“Your name ’s Sandcraft?” said the 
man, shaking the snow over every- 
thing. “Set down, want to talk to you.” 

“That’s my name. What can I do 
for you?” said I. 

The man looked around the room 
rather scornfully, at the same time 
throwing back his coat, and displaying 
a red neckerchief and a huge garnet 


Lot to.”” 
10L tO. 


ter, 


face and a great nose. 
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pin. “Guess you ’re not overly rich,” 
he said. 

** Not especially,” said I. 

“ Know — Simon Stagers ?” 

“Can’t say I do,” said 1. Simon was 
a burglar who had blown off two fingers 
when mining a safe, and whom | had 
attended while he was hiding. 

“ Can’t say you do,” says the wolf. 

“Well, you can lie, and no mistake. 
Come now, Doctor, Simon says you ’re 
safe, and I want to do a leetle plain 
talk with you.” With this he laid ten 
eagles on the table; I put out my hand 
instinctively. 

“Let ’em alone,” 
sharply. “They ’re 
ten more like em.” 

‘For doing what?” said I. 

The man paused a moment, looked 
around him, eyed me furtively, and 
finally loosened his cravat with a hasty 
pull. ‘You ’re the coroner,” said he. 

“T! What do you mean?” 

“ Yes, you, — the coroner, 
understand ? ” 


the man 
easy earned, and 


cried 


don’t you 
and so saying he shoved 
the gold pieces towards me. 

“Very good,” said I, “we will sup- 
pose I ’m the coroner.” 

“And being the coroner,” said he, 
“you get this note, which requests you 
to call at No. 9 Blank Street to exam- 
ine the body of a young man which is 
supposed — only supposed, you see— 
to have — well, to have died under sus- 
picious circumstances.” 

‘*Go on,” said I. 

“No,” he returned, “not till I know 
how you like it. Stagers and another 
knows it; and it would n’t be very safe 
for you to split, besides not making 
nothing out of it; but what I say is 
this. Do you like the business of 
coroner?” 

Now I did not like it, but two hun- 
dred in gold was life to me just then; 
so I said, “Let me hear the whole of it 
first.” 

‘“That’s square enough,” said the 
man; “my wife ’s got” — correcting 
himself with a little shiver —“ my wife 
had a brother that’s been cuttin’ up 
rough, because, when I ’d been up too 
late, I handled her a leetle hard now 
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and again. About three weeks ago, 
he threatened to fetch the police on me 
for one or two little things Stagers and 
I done together. Luckily, he fell sick 
with a typhoid just then ; but he made 
such a thunderin’ noise about opening 
safes, and what he done, and I done, 
and so on, that I did n’t dare to have 
any one about him. When he began 
to mend, I gave him a little plain talk 
about this business of threatening to 
bring the police on us, and next day I 
caught him a saying something to my 
wife about it. The end of it was, he 
was took worse next morning, and — 
well he died yesterday. Now what 
does his sister do, but writes a note, 
and gives it to a boy in the alley to put 
in the post. Luckily, Stagers hap- 
pened to be round; and after the boy 
got away a bit, Bill bribes him with a 
quarter to give him the note, which 
was n’t no less than a request to the 
coroner to come to our house to-mor- 
row and make an examination, as foul 
play was suspected.” 

Here he paused. As for myself, I 
was cold all over. I was afraid to go 
on, and afraid to go back, besides which 
I did not doubt that there was a good 
deal of money in the case. “Of 
course,” said I, “it’s all nonsense; 
only I suppose you don’t want the 
officers about, and a fuss, and that 
sort of thing.” 

“* Exactly,” said my friend, “ you ’re 
the coroner; you take this note and 
come to my house. Says you, ‘Mrs. 
File, are you the woman that wrote this 
note ? because in that case I must ex- 
amine the body.’” 

““T see,” said I; “she need n’t know 
who I am, or anything else. But if I 
tell her it’s all right, do you think she 
won’t want to know why there ain’t a 
jury, and so on?” 

“Bless you,” said the man, “the 
girl is n’t over seventeen, and does n’t 
know no more than her baby.” 

“T ll do it,” said I, suddenly, for, as 
I saw, it involved no sort of risk ; “ but 
I must have three hundred dollars.” 

“And fifty,” added the wolf, “if you 
do it well.” 
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With this the man buttoned about 
him a shaggy gray overcoat, and took 
his leave without a single word in addi- 
tion. 

For the first time in my life I failed 
that night to sleep. I thought to my- 
self at last that I would get up early, 
pack a few clothes, and escape, leaving 
my books to pay, as they might, my 
arrears of rent. Looking out of the 
window, however, in the morning, I 
saw Stagers prowling about the oppo- 
site pavement, and, as the only exit 
except the street door was an alley- 
way, which opened alongside of the 
front of the house, I gave myself up for 
lost. About ten o’clock I took my 
case of instruments, and started for 
File’s house, followed, as I too well un- 
derstood, by Stagers. 

I knew the house, which was in a 
small street, by its closed windows and 
the craped bell, which I shuddered as I 
touched. However, it was too late to 
draw back, and I therefore inquired for 
Mrs. File. A young and haggard-look- 
ing woman came down, and led me in- 
to a small parlor, for whose darkened 
light I was thankful enough. 

“Did you write me this note?” 
said I. 

“T did,” said the woman, “if you ’re 
the coroner. Joe, he ’s my husband, 
he’s gone out to see about the funeral. 
I wish it was his, I do.” 

“ What do you suspect ?” said I. 

“T ll tell you,” she returned, in 2 
whisper. “I think he was made away 
with. I think there was foul play. I 
think he was poisoned. That’s what I 
think.” 

“I hope you may be mistaken,” 
said I. “Suppose you let me see the 
body.” 

“ You shall see it,” she replied ; and, 
following her, I went up stairs to a 
front chamber, where I found the corpse. 

“ Get it over soon,” said the woman, 
with a strange firmness. “If there 
ain’t no murder been done, I shall 
have to run for it. If there is,” and 
her face set hard, “I guess I'll stay.” 
With this she closed the door, and left 
me with the dead. 
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If I had known what was before me, 
I never should have gone into the 
thing at all. It looked a little better 
when I had opened a window, and let 
in plenty of light; for, although I was, 
on the whole, far less afraid of dead 
than living men, I had an absurd feel- 
ing that I was doing this dead man a 
distinct wrong, as if it mattered to the 
dead, after all. When the affair was 
over, I thought more of the possible 
consequences than of its relation to 
the dead man himself; but do as I 
would at the time, I was in a ridiculous 
tremor, and especially when, in going 
through the forms of a Post-mortem 
dissection, I had to make the first cut 
through the skin. Of course, I made 
no examination of the internal organs. 
I wanted to know as little as possible 
about them, and to get done as soon as 
I could. Unluckily, however, the walls 
of the stomach had softened and given 
way, so that I could not help seeing, 
among the escaped contents of the 
stomach, numerous grains of a white 
powder, which I hastened to conceal 
from my sight by rapidly sewing up 
the incisions which I had made. 

I am free to confess now that I was 
careful not to uncover the man’s face, 
and that when it was over I backed to 
the door, and hastily escaped from the 
room. On the stairs opposite to me 
Mrs. File was seated, with her bonnet 
on, and a small bundle in her hand. 

“ Well,” said she, rising as she spoke, 
and with a certain eagerness in her 
tones, “what killed him? Was it ar- 
senic ?” 

“ Arsenic, my good woman !” said I; 
“when a man has typhoid fever, he 
don’t need poison to kill him.” 

“ And you mean to say he was n’t 
poisoned,” said she, with more than a 
trace of disappointment in her voice, 
— “not poisoned at all ?” 

“No more than you are,” said I. 
“If I had found any signs of foul play, 
I should have had a regular inquest. 
As it is, the less said about it the bet- 
ter; and the fact is, it would have been 
much wiser to have kept quiet at the 
beginning. I can’t understand why 
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you should have troubled me about it 
at all.” 

“ Neither I would,” said she, “if I 
had n’t been pretty sure. I guess now 
the sooner I leave, the better for me.” 

“ As to that,” I returned, “it is none 
of my business; but you may rest cer- 
tain that you are mistaken about the 
cause of your brother’s death.” 

As I left the house, whom should 
I meet but Dr. Evans. “Why, hal- 
loa!” said he; “called you in, have 
they? Who’s sick? 

You may believe I was scared. 
“ Mrs. File,” said 1, remembering with 
horror that I had forgotten to ask 
whether at any time the man had had 
a doctor. 

“ Bad lot,” returned Evans; “I was 
sent for to see the brother when he was 
as good as dead.” 

“As bad as dead,” I retorted, with 
a sickly effort at a joke. “What killed 
him?” 

“TI suppose one of the ulcers gave 
way, and that he died of the conse- 
quences. Perforation, you know, and 
that sort of thing. 1 thought of asking 
File for a fost, but I did n’t.” 

“Wish you luck of them. 
by.” 

I was greatly alarmed at this new 
incident, but my fears were somewhat 
quieted that evening when Stagers and 
the wolf appeared with the remainder 
of the money, and I learned that Mrs. 
File had fled from her home, and, as 
File thought likely, from the city also. 
A few months later, File himself disap- 
peared, and Stagers found his way into 
the Penitentiary. 

I felt, for my own part, that I had 
been guilty of more than one mistake, 
and that I had displayed throughout a 
want of intelligence for which I came 
near being punished very severely. 
I should have made proper inquiries 
before venturing on a matter so dan- 
gerous, and I ought also to have got 
a good fee from Mrs. File on account 
of my services as coroner. It served 
me, however, as a good lesson, but it 
was several months before I felt quite 
easy in mind. Meanwhile, money be- 


Good 
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came scarce once more, and I was 
driven to my wit’s end to devise how I 
should continue to live as I had done. 
I tried, among other plans, that of keep- 
ing certain pills and other medicines, 
which I sold to my patients; but on 
I found it better to send all 
my prescriptions to one druggist, who 

the patient ten or twenty per 
cent over the correct price, and handed 
this a 


the whole 


mount to me. 
In some cases I 
centage 


am told the per- 
is supposed to be a donation 
part of the apothecary; but I 
rather fancy the patient pays for it in 
the end. It is one of the absurd va- 
garies of the profession to discounte- 
nance the pr 
I wish, for 
anytl 


on the 


actice I have described, but 
my part, 1 had never done 
worse or more dangerous. 
Of course it inclines a doctor to change 
his medicines a 
them 


ling 


good deal, and to order 
in large quantities, which is occa- 
yet, as I 
there is no pov- 


sionally annoying to the poor ; 
have always observed, 
painful 
a case of 
distribute 


so that in 
doubt I prefer equally to 
pecuniary su 


erty so as your own, 


ifilering among 
many, rather than to concentrate it on 
myself. 

About six months after the date of 
my rather annoying ad an inci- 
dent occurred which altered somewhat, 
and for a time 
sional position. 


venture, 
improved, my profes- 
morning 
office-hour an old woman came in, and, 
putting down a large basket, wiped her 
face wit 


During my 


afterwards with 
apron. 


first, and 
her Then ar looked around 
, got up, se 1 her basket on 
her arm witha ow which decided the 
future of an egg or two, and remarked 
briskly, “Don’t see no bottles 
got to the wrong stall I guess. 
no homeceopath doctor, are 


uneasily 


little 
about ; 
You 
you? 

With great presence of mind, I re- 
plied, “Well, ma’am, that depends 
upon what you want. Some of my 
pati ients one, and some like the 
other.” I was about to add, “ You 
pays your money and you takes your 
choice,” but thought better of it, and 


ain’t 


”? 


like 
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held my peace, refraining from classical 
quotation. 

“Being as that’s the case,” said the 
old lady, “1’ll just tell you my symp- 
toms. You said you give either kind 
of medicine, did n’t you?” 

“Just so,” I replied. 

“Clams or oysters, whichever opens 
most lively, as my Joe says. Perhaps 
you know Joe, »yster-stand 
at stall No. 9.” 

No, I did not know Joe; 
were the symptoms ? 

They proved to be numerous, and 
included a stunnin’ in the head, and a 
misery in the side, and a goin’ on with 
bokin’ after victuals. 

I proceeded of 
stethoscope 


but what 


course to apply a 
over her ample bosom, 
though what I heard on this or similar 
occasions I should find it rather diffi- 
cult to state. I remember well my 
astonishment in one instance, where, 
having unconsciously applied my in- 
strument over a large chronometer in 
the watch-fob of a sea-captain, I con- 
cluded for a brief space that he was 
suffering from a rather remarkable dis- 
placement of the heart. As to the old 
lady, whose name was Checkers, and 
who kept an apple-stall near by, I told 
her that I was out of pills just then, but 
would have plenty next day. Accord- 
ingly I proceeded to invest a small 
amount at a place called a 
Pharmacy, which 
amused me immensely. 


Homeo- 
pathic I remember 
A stout little German, with great sil- 
ver spectacles, sat behind a counter 
numerous jars of white 
powders labelled concisely, Lach., Led., 
Onis., Op., Puls., etc., while behind him 
were filled with bottles of 
what looked like minute white shot. 

“] want some homceopathic medi- 
cine,” said I. 

Vat kindst ?” said my friend. “ Vat 
you vants to cure ?”’ 

I explained at random that I wished 
to treat diseases in general. 

“Vell, ve gifs a case, mit a 
pooks ” ;— and thereupon produced a 
large box containing bottles of small 
pills and powders, labelled variously 


containing 


shelves 


you 
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with the names of diseases, so that all 
you required was to use the headache 
bottle in order to meet the 
needs of those particular maladies. 

I was struck at first with the exqui- 
site simplicity of this arrangement ; but 
I happened luckily 
to turn over the leaves of a book, in 
two volumes, which lay on the counter, 
and labelled, ‘ Jahr — Manual.” 
Opening at page 310, Vol. I., I lit upon 


or colic 


before purchasin 


og 
Ry 


was 


Lachesis, which, on inquiry, proved to 

This Mr. Jahr stated 
in upwards of a hun- 
At once it occurred to 
was the medicine for my 


be snake-venom. 
to be indicated 
dred maladies. 
me that Lach. 
money, and that it was quite needless 
I therefore 
bought a small jar of Lach. and a lot 
of little pills, and started for home. 

My old woman proved a fast friend ; 
and as she sent me numerous patients, 
I by and by altered my sign to “ Home- 
opathic Physician and Surgeon,” what- 
ever that may mean, and was regarded 
by my medical brethren as a lost sheep, 
and by tl 
had seen the error of his ways. 

In point of fact, my new practice had 
decided advantages. All the pills looked 
and tasted alike, and the same might 
be said of the powders, so that I was 


to waste cash on the box. 


1¢ little-pill doctors as one who 


never troubled by those absurd investi- 
gations into the nature of the reme- 
dies which some patients are prone to 
make. Of course I desired to get busi- 
ness, and it was therefore obviously 
unwise to give little pills of Lach. or 
Puls. or Sep., when a man distinctly 
needed full doses of iron, or the like. 
I soon discovered, however, that it was 
only necessary to describe cod-liver 
oil; for instance, as a diet, in order to 
make use of it where required. When 
aman got impatient over an ancient 
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ague, I usually found, too, that I could 
persuade him to let me try a good dose 
of quinine ; while, on the other hand, 
there was a distinct pecuniary advan- 
tage in those cases of the shakes which 
could be made to believe that it was 
“best not to interfere with nature.” I 
ought to add, that this kind of faith is 
uncommon among folks who carry hods 
or build walls. 

For women who are hysterical, and 
go heart and soul into the business of 
being sick, I have found the little pills 
a most charming resort, because you 
cannot carry the refinement of symp- 
toms beyond what my friend Jahr has 
done in the way of fitting medicines to 
them, so that, if I had been disposed 
honestly to practise this droll style of 
therapeutics, it had, as I saw, certain 
conveniences. 

Another year went by, and I was be- 
ginning to prosper in my new mode of 
life. The medicines (being chiefly milk- 
sugar, with variations as to the labels) 
cost next to nothing; and, as I charged 
pretty well for both these and my advice, 
I was now able to start a gig, and also 
to bring my sister, a very pretty girl of 
fourteen years old, to live with me in 
a small house which I rented, a square 
from my old office. 

This business of my sister’s is one 
of the things I like the least to look 
back upon. When she came to me 
she was a pale-faced child, with large, 
mournful gray eyes, soft, yellow hair, 
and the promise of remarkable good 
looks. As to her attachment to me, it 
was someting quite ridiculous. She 
followed me to the door when I went 
out, waited for me to come in, lay 
awake until she heard my step at night, 
and, in a word, hung around my neck 
like a kind of affectionate mill-stone. 
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WRITINGS OF T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 


« T AM indebted to you for a knowl- 

edge of life in the old cathedral 
towns of England,—of the ecclesias- 
tical side of society, so minute and 
authentic that it is like a personal ex- 
perience.” Thus I replied to Anthony 
Trollope’s declaration that he lacked 
an essential quality of the novelist, — 
imagination. “ Ah,” he replied, “when 
you speak of careful observation and 
the honest and thorough report thereof, 
I am conscious of fidelity to the facts 
of life and character ; but,” he added, 
with that bluff heartiness so character- 
istic of the man, “my brother is more 
than an accurate observer: he is a 
scholar, a philosopher as well, with his- 
torical tastes and cosmopolitan sympa- 
thies, — a patient student. You should 
read his books ” ;— and he snatched a 
pencil, and wrote out the list for me.* 
Only two of Thomas Adolphus Trol- 
lope’s volumes have been republished 
in this country, — one a novel of Eng- 
lish life, in tenor and traits very like 
his brother’s, the other a brief me- 
moir of a famous and fair Italian. + 
This curious neglect on the part of 
American publishers induces us to 
briefly record this industrious and in- 
teresting author’s claims to grateful 
recognition, especially on the part of 
those who cherish fond recollections 
of Italian travel, and enjoy the sympa- 
thetic and intelligent illustration of Ital- 
ian life and history. 

In a literary point of view “ An 
Englishman in Italy,” in the last cen- 
tury, would be suggestive of a classical 
tour like that of Addison and Eustace, 
—a field of study and speculation quite 
apart from the people of the country, 


* A History of Florence, in four volumes; Paul 
the Pope and Paul the Friar; Filippo Strozat; 
The Girlhood of Catharine de’ Medici; A Decade 
of Italian Women ; Tuscany in 1849; La Beata; 
Marietta; Giulio Malatesta; Beppo the Con- 
script. London: Chapman Hall. 1856- 
186s. 

t Lindisfarn Chase. “Harper and Brothers, 1863. 
Life of Vittoria Colonna, Sheldon & Co., 1859. 


and 


who, except for purposes of deprecatory 
contrast, would probably be ignored ; 
and, in our own times, the idea is rather 
identified with caricature than sympa- 
thy, — we associate these insular trav- 
ellers with exclusiveness and prejudice. 
As a general rule, they know little and 
care less for the fellow-creatures among 
whom they sojourn, holding themselves 
aloof, incapable of genial relations, and 
owning no guide to foreign knowledge 
but Murray and the Times. Farce 
and romance have long made capital 
out of this obtuse and impervious na- 
tionality ; and it is the more refreshing, 
because of the general rule, to note a 
noble exception,—to see an English- 
man, highly educated, studious, domes- 
tic, and patriotic, yet dwelling in Italy, 
not to despise and ignore, but to inter- 
pret and endear the country and people, 
— making his hospitable dwelling, with 
all its Italian trophies and traits, the 
favorite rendezvous for the best of his 
countrymen and the native society, — 
there discussing the principles and 
prospects of civic reform, doing honor 
to men of genius and aspiration, irre- 
spective of race, — blending in his sa/on 
the scholarly talk of Landor with the 
fervid pleas of “ Young Italy,” giving 
equal welcome to English radical, Pied- 
montese patriot, American humanita- 
rian, and Tuscan dilettante, — and thus, 
as it were, recognizing the free and 
faithful spirit of modern progress and 
brotherhood amid the old armor, bri- 
dal chests, parchment tomes, quaintly 
carved chairs, and other medieval relics 
of a Florentine palazzo. 

But this cosmopolitan candor, so 
rare as a social phenomenon among 
the English in Italy, is no less char- 
acteristic of Adolphus Trollope as a 
writer. As he entertained, in his 
pleasant, antique reception-room or 
garden-terrace, disciples of Cavour, of 
Mazzini, and of Gioberti, with men and 
women of varied genius and opposite 
convictions from England and the Unit- 
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ed States, extending kindly tolerance 
or catholic sympathy to all, so he 
sought, in the history of the past and 
the facts of the present in the land 
of his love and adoption, evidences of 
her vital worth and auspicious destiny. 
Long residence abroad liberalized, and 
long study enriched, a mind singularly 
just in its appreciation, and a heart nat- 
urally kind and expansive. All his 
friends recognize in Adolphus Trollope 
that rare union of rectitude and reflec- 
tion which constitutes the genuine phi- 
losopher. Mrs. Browning aptly called 
him Aristides. Thus living in the at- 
mosphere of broad social instincts, and 
sharing the literary faculty and facility 
of his family, this Englishman in Italy 
set himself deliberately to study the 
country of his sojourn, in her records, 
local memorials, and social life, and, 
having so studied, to reproduce and il- 
lustrate the knowledge thus gleaned, 
with the fidelity of an annalist and the 
tact of a raconteur. It was a noble and 
pleasant task, and has been nobly and 
pleasantly fulfilled. Let us note its 
chief results, and honor the industry, 
truth, and humane wisdom manifest 
therein. 

The range of Mr. Trollope’s investi- 
gations may be appreciated by the fact 
that, while he is the author of “A His- 
tory of Florence from the Earliest In- 
dependence of the Commune to the 
Fall of the Republic in 1531,” he has 
also given to the press the most clear 
and reliable account of the revolution 
of our own day, under the title of 
“Tuscany in 1849”; thus supplying 
the two chronicles of the past and 
the present which together reveal the 
origin, development, and character of 
the state and its people. In the Pref- 
ace to the former work he suggests this 
vital connection between the ancient 
republic and the modern city. “It con- 
tains,” he observes, “such an exposi- 
tion of the old Guelph community as 
sufficiently demonstrates the fitness of 
this culmination of the grand old city’s 
fortunes.” It is this liberal and com- 
prehensive tone, this “looking before 
and after,” which, united to careful 
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research and patient narration, ren- 
ders the author so well equipped and 
inspired for his task. He has brought 
together the essential social and po- 
litical facts of the past, and, associating 
them with local traits and transitions, 
enabled us to realize the rise, pro- 
gress, and alternations of the Italian 
state, as it is next to impossible for 
the Anglo-Saxon reader to do while 
exploring the partial, prejudiced, and 
complicated annals of the native his- 
torians. This is a needful, a timely, 
and a gracious service, for which every 
intelligent and sympathetic traveller 
who has learned to love the Tuscan 
capital, and grown bewildered over the 
complex story of her civil strifes, will 
feel grateful, while his obligations are 
renewed by the moderate but candid 
statement of those later movements, 
which, culminating in a childlike tri- 
umph, were followed by a reaction 
whose hopelessness was more appar- 
ent than real, and has subsequently 
proved an auspicious trial and train- 
ing for the discipline and privileges 
of constitutional liberty. 

The “History of Florence” is re- 
markable for the skilful method where- 
by the author has arranged, in luminous 
sequence, a long and confused series 
of political events. He has confined 
his narrative to the essential points of 
an intricate subject, omitting what is of 
mere casual or local interest, and aim- 
ing to elucidate the civic growth of the 
little city on the banks of the Arno. 
It is an admirable illustration of the 
conservative principles of free munici- 
pal institutions in the Middle Ages, 
notwithstanding their limited sway and 
frequent perversion. There is no at- 
tempt at rhetorical display, but great 
precision and authenticity of statement, 
and a conscientious citation of authori- 
ties; the style often lapses into col- 
loquial freedom, not inappropriate to 
the familiar discussion of some of the 
curious details involved in the theme ; 
and there are episodes of judicious and 
philosophical comment, with apt his- 
torical parallels, not a few of which 
come home to our recent national ex- 
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perience. The author’s previous stud- 
ies in Italian history, and intimate fa- 
miliarity with the scene of his chroni- 
cle, give him a grasp and an insight 
which render his treatment at once 
thorough, sensible, and facile. But it 
is upon the more special subjects of 
Italian history that Mr. Trollope has 
expended his time and talents to the 
best advantage, — subjects chosen with 
singular judgment and imbued with 
fresh local and personal interest. 

The scope and method of these his- 
torical studies are such as at once to 
embody and illustrate what is nor- 
mally characteristic in time, place, and 
individual, while completeness of treat- 
ment is secured, and a person and pe- 
riod made suggestive of a comprehen- 
sive historical subject. Thus in “The 
Girlhood of Catharine de’ Medici” 
we have the key to her mature and 
relentless bigotry, the logical origin 
of the massacre of St. Bartholomew, 
while, at the same time, the discipline 
of a convent and the intrigues of a 
ruling family in the Middle Ages are 
elaborately unfolded. Grouped around 
and associated with so remarkable an 
historical woman, they have a definite 
significance to the modern reader, oth- 
erwise unattainable; the Palazzo Medi- 
ci, the St. Mark, Santa 
Lucia, and Murate, become scenes of 
personal interest; the Cardinal Clem- 


ent and Alessandro, in their relation to 


Convents of 


the young Catharine, grow more real 
in their subtlety, family ambitions, and 
unscrupulous tyranny; and the sur- 
roundings, superstition, fanaticism, and 
domestic despotism which attended the 
forlorn girl until she became the wife 
of Henry of France, explain her sub- 
sequent career and execrated memory. 
Incidentally the life of medizval Tus- 
with authentic 
In “Paul the Pope and 
Paul the Friar,” all the singular cir- 


cany is also revealed 


emphasis. 


cumstances whereby a priest of Rome 
became the instrument of striking the 
first effectual blow at her absolute 
spiritual dominion are narrated with 
precision and tact. The prolonged 
quarrel between the Vatican and the 
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Republic of Venice, the ecclesiastical 
and civic power, then opened the way 
to human freedom, and Sarpi is truly 
exhibited as the pioneer reformer. His 
liberal studies, foreign friends, and in- 
dependent and intrepid mind rendered 
him admirably fitted for the task he 
undertook, and the Papal government 
only added infamy to despotism by the 
baffled attempt to assassinate him. It 
is difficult to imagine a better introduc- 
tion to the subsequent history of free 
thought and spiritual emancipation, 
which culminated in the Reformation, 
than this biographical sketch, where a 
great historical development is made 
clear and dramatic by the carefully told 
story of the lives of the two chief ac- 
tors and agents therein. 

There is a power in the state, unof- 
ficial, but essential, and therefore more 
intimately blended with its welfare and 
identified: with its fortunes than pope, 
emperor, or prince,—and that is the 
Banker. Even in modern times the 
life of such a financier as Lafitte is 
part of the social and political history 
of France; but in medizval times, 
when “the and the 
wages of corruption so often turned 
the ambition and _ success, 
the rich bankers of the Italian cities 
were among the most efficient of their 
social forces and fame. In writing th 
memoirs of Filippo Strozzi, Mr. Trol- 


lope struck 


sinews of war” 


scale of 


the key-note of local as- 
sociations in the Tuscan capital. 
least observant or retrospective stran- 


The 


of the 
massive walls and grated windows of 
the Strozzi Palace, and is attracted 
by such a monument of the past to 
the story of its founder. <A standard 
drama and novel long since 
made to illustrate those annals,* but 
it was reserved for an Englishman in 
Italy to record, in a well-digested 
and authentic narrative, the career of 
Filippo, whose immense wealth, mar- 
riage to a Medici, family ambition, 
scholarship, political and social dis- 
tinction, enterprise, and luxury, and 


ger is impressed with the sight 


were 


* Filippo Stroazi, Tragedia par G. B. Niccolini. 
Luisa Sirozzi, Romanzo par G. Ross 
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especially his financial relations with 
both rulers and ruled, make him one 
of those central figures of an historic 
group that serve as expositors of 
the time. He was indeed, by his ac- 
complishments and his profligacy, his 
associations, his alli- 
ances and enmities, his domestic and 
his political life, a representative man, 
whose character and career aptly em- 
body and illustrate a most stirring 
era of European and Italian history. 
He escorted Catharine de’ Medici on 
her bridal journey from Florence, 
talked philosophy at Medicean ban- 
quets, 
kings, 


intrigues and 


was closeted with popes and 
was the boon companion of 
reigning dukes, a courtier to princes 
and people, a magnificent entertain- 
er, a fugitive, exile, prisoner, sceptic, 
scholar, and suicide, —typifying in his 
life the luxury and lawlessness, the 
culture and the crime, the splendor 
and the degradation, the manners and 
morals, of his country and his age, — 
and hence a most instructive bio- 
Mr. Trollope 


fulness, in- 


which 
equal 
authenticity. 


phical study, 


“= 4 
treated with 


the most felicitous of the series 
Women.” 
‘he idea of this work is worthy of a 


\ilosopher, 


the * Decade of Italian 


and its execution, of a 
It has long been an 
that, to understand 

d pervasive spirit of an 

the 

character of the women. 


age or country, we must look to 


‘ 
t 
} 
i 


influence anc 
A subtile social atmosphere exhales 
from their presence and power in the 
state and the family; and the dominant 
elements of 
of manners 


faith, as well as the tone 
and the tendencies of char- 
and 
most auspiciously situated of the sex, 


acter, find in the best endowed 
an embodiment and inspiration which 
are authentic, because the 
most instinctive, test and trait of the 
life of Shakespeare has, 
with exquisite insight and memora- 
ble skill, illustrated this representative 
function of woman by creating types 
of female character which, while they 
modify and mould persons and events, 


the most 


the time. 
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preserve intact their essential quality 
of sex, and yet represent none the less 
the spirit and manners of their respec- 
tive epochs. Scott has done the same 
thing in an historical direction, that 
Shakespeare realized in a psychologi- 
cal way. We regard it, therefore, as 
a most judicious experiment to indi- 
cate the characteristics of medizval 
Italy by delineating her representative 
women. They inevitably lead us to 
the heart of things, — to the palace, the 
convent, the court, the vigil of battle, 
and the triumph of art, — to the loves of 
warrior, statesman, and priest, — to the 
inmost domestic shrine, —to the festi- 
val and the funeral ; and all this we be- 
hold, not objectively, but through our 
vivid interest in a noble, persecuted, 
saintly, impassioned, or gifted woman, 
and thus partake, as it were, of the life 
of the age, realize its inspiration, rec- 
ognize its meaning, in a manner and 
to a degree impossible to be derived 
from the formal narrative of events, 
without a central figure or a consecu- 
tive which serves as a 
and a link, giving vital unity and per- 
sonal significance to the whole. 

The period of time embraced in 
these female biographies extends from 
the birth of St. Catherine of Siena, in 
1347, to the death of the celebrated 
improvvisatrice Corilla, in 1800. With 
the career of each is identified a sa- 
lient phase of Italian history, manners, 
or character; incident to the experi- 


life nucleus 


ence of all are special localities, politi- 
cal and 
art, of faith, of 


conditions, relations of 
culture, of rule, and of 
morals, whereby we obtain the most 
the 


social 


desirable glimpses of actual life 
and latent tendencies of Italy, consid- 
ered as the focus of European civili- 
zation. We gaze upon a woman’s por- 
trait, but beyond, beside, and around 
her are the warriors, statesmen, prel- 
ates, poets, and people of her time. 
Through her triumphs and trials, her 
renown or degradation, her love, am- 
bition, sorrows, virtues, or sins, we 
feel, as_ well the vital facts 
of her age and country. Nor is this 
all: each character is not only full 


as see, 
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of interest in itself, but is essentially 
typical and representative. Thus we 
have the fair saint of the Middle Ages, 
the energetic and sagacious ruler, the 
gracious reformer, the artist, the near 
kinswoman of prince or ecclesiastic, 
the poetess, the chézelaine, the nun, the 
profligate, the powerful, the beautiful, 
and the base,—all the forms and for- 
ces of womanly influence as modified 
by the life of the time and country. 
They move before us a grand proces- 
sion, now awakening admiration and 
now pity, here ravishing in beauty or 
genius and there forlorn in disaster or 
disgrace, yet always bearing with them 
the strong individuality and attractive 
expression which, to the imagination, 
so easily transforms the heroines of 
history into the ideals of the drama, 
or the characters of romance. And 
yet in these delineations the author 
has indulged in no rhetorical embel- 
lishments : he has arrived simply, and 
sometimes sternly, at the clear state- 
ment of facts, and left them to convey 
their legitimate impression to the read- 
er’s mind. The lives of many of these 
women have been written before, some 
of them elaborately ; but they are here 
grouped and contrasted as illustrative 
of national life, and hence gain a fresh 
charm and suggestiveness, especially 
as the fruits of research and the 
method of a disciplined raconteur are 
blent with the light and life of per- 
sonal observation as to scenes and 
memorials, — the land where they once 
dwelt, its natural aspect and ancient 
trophies, being fondly familiar to the 
biographer. Eloquent memoirs of fe- 
male sovereigns have become popular 
through the genial labors of Agnes 
Strickland and Mrs. Jameson, while 
Shakespeare’s women furnish a per- 
petual challenge to psychological crit- 
ics ; but the “ Decade of Italian Wo- 
men” has a certain unity of aim and 
relative interest which makes it, as a 
literary record, analogous to a com- 
plete, though limited, gallery of family 
portraits, inasmuch as, however diverse 
the characters, they own a common 
bond of race and nationality, and are 
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memorable exemplars thereof. First 
in the list is Catherine of Siena, the 
Saint,—an accurate medieval relig- 
ious delineation which all who have 
visited the old city where her relics 
are preserved and her name rever- 
enced will value. Then we have Cath- 
erine Sforza, —the fair representative 
of one of those powerful and princely 
families whose history is that of the 
state they rule. Next comes the no- 
blest and most gifted woman of the 
Middle Ages, the friend of Michel An- 
gelo, the ideal of a wife, and a lady of 
culture, genius, and patriotism, —Vitto- 
ria Colonna. The Bishop of Palermo’s 
illegitimate daughter — a famous poet- 
ess, Tullia d’ Arragona— precedes the 
learned, pure, intrepid Protestant, Olim- 
pia Morata, who takes us to the court 
of Ferrara in its palmy days, to show 
how “like a star that dwells apart” is 
a woman of rectitude and wisdom and 
faith amid the shallow, the sensual, 
and the bigoted. The renowned Padu- 
an actress, Isabella Adrieni, gives us 
a striking illustration of the influence, 
traits, and triumphs of histrionic ge- 
nius in Italy of old; while among the 
prone towers and gloomy arcades of 
Bologna we become intimate with the 
chaste and charming aspirations and 
skill of Elisabetta Sirani, whose pencil 
was the pride of the city, and whose 
character hallows her genius. Of La 
Corilla it is enough to say, that she 
was the original of Madame de Staél’s 
“ Corinne ” ; and no woman could have 
been more wisely selected to represent 
the fascination, subtlety, force of pur- 
pose, ambition, resources, passion, and 
external success of an unprincipled 
patrician Italian beauty of the Middle 
Ages than Bianca Capello. 

With such a basis of research it is 
easy to infer how authentic, as a pic- 
ture of life, would be the superstruc- 
ture of romantic fiction by an author 
adequately equipped. Accordingly, the 
Italian novels of Thomas Adolphus 
Trollope are most accurate and detail- 
ed reflections of local characteristics ; 
they are full of special information ; 
and, while they enlighten the novice as 
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Spain, the peak of the Canigou touched 
with sunset, and the sweep of plain be- 
yond it black under the shadow of 
storm-clouds. On either side were 
some heaps of stone, left from forts and 
chapels of the Middle Ages, indicating 
hat we had already reached the sum- 
mit of the pass, which is less than a 
thousand feet above the sea-level. In 
ten minutes the gorge opened, and we 
found ourselves suddenly rattling along 
the one street of the gay French village 
of Perthus. Officers from Bellegarde 
sat at the table in front of the smart 
café, and drank absinthe; soldiers in 
red trousers chatted with the lively 
women who sold tobacco and groceries ; 
there were trees, little gardens, arbors 
of vine, and the valley opened south- 
wards, descending and broadening to- 
wards a cloudless evening sky. 

At the end of the village I saw a 
granite pyramid, with the single word 
“Gallia” engraved upon it; a few paces 
farther two marble posts bore the half- 
obliterated arms of Spain. Here 
and an 


the 
diligence paused a moment, 
officer of customs took his seat beside 
the coachman. 
hind us was of barked pine, the next 
one in front was painted gray; the 


vente de tabac became estanco nacional, 


The telegraph-pole be- 


and the only overlapping of the two 
nationalities which I observed — all 
things else being suddenly and sharply 
divided — was that some awkward and 
dusty Spanish soldiers were walking up 
the street of Perthus, and some trim, 
jaunty French soldiers were walking 
down the road, towards the first Span- 
ish wine-shop. We also went down, 
and swiftly, in the falling twilight, 
through which, erelong, gardens and 
fields began to glimmer, and in half an 
hour drew up in the little Spanish town 
of La Junquera, the ancient “place of 
rushes.” Here there was a rapid and 
courteous examination of baggage, a 
call for passports, which were opened 
and then handed back to us without 
wisé or fee being demanded, and we 
were declared free to journey in Spain. 
Verily, the world is becoming civilized, 
when Spain, the moral satrapy of Rome, 
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begins to pull down her barriers and let 
the stranger in! 

I inspected our “insides,” as they 
issued forth, and found, in addition to 
a priest and three or four commercial 
individuals with a contraband 
young French naval officer, and 
German who 


air, 2 
an old 
was too practical for a 
professor and too stubborn in his views 
to be anything else. He 
fifteen journeys to Switzerland, he in- 
formed me, Scotland 
Cheviots to John o’ Groat’s, and 


had made 


knew from the 
now 
Here 


us to our places, 


proposed the conquest of Spain. 
Moreno summoned 
Past 
groups of Catalans, in sandals and scar- 


and the diligence rolled onward. 


let bonnets, returning from the har- 
vest fields ; past stacks of dusky grain 
and shadowy olive-orchards; past open 
houses, where a single lamp sometimes 
flashed upon a woman’s head; past 
a bonfire, turning the cork-trees into 
transparent bronze, and past the sound 
of water, plunging under the idle mill- 
wheel, in the cool, delicious summer 
The stars were 
gather in the sky, when 
towers and 


against 


air,—we journeyed on. 
beginning to 
masses of cubic 
them, and the 
steady roll of our wheels on the smooth 
highway became a dreadful clatter on 
the rough cobble-stones of Figueras. 


square 


houses rose 


The Pyrenees were already behind 
us; the town overlooks a wide, marshy 
plain. But the mountains make their 
vicinity felt in a peculiar manner. The 
north-wind, gathered into the low pass 
of Bellegarde and drawn to a focus of 
strength, blows down the opening val- 
ley with a force which sometimes lays 
an embargo on travel. Diligences are 
overturned, postilions blown out of 
their saddles, and pedestrians carried 
off their feet. The people then pray to 
their saints that the ¢vamontana may 
cease ; but, on the other hand, as it is a 
very healthy wind, sweeping away the 
feverish exhalations from the marshy 
soil, they get up a grand annual proces- 
sion to some mountain-shrine of the 
Virgin, and pray that it may blow. So, 
when the Virgin takes them at their 
word, the saints are invoked on the 
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other side, and the wonder is that both 
parties don’t get out of patience with 
the people of Figueras. 

The diligence drew up at the door of 
a fonda, and Moreno announced that we 
were to take supper 2nd wait until mid- 
night. This was welcome news to all ; 
but the old German drew me aside as 
we entered the house, and whispered, 
“ Now our stomachs are going to be 
tried.” 
shall find very good provender.” 


‘Not at all,” 1 answered, “‘ we 
“ec But 
the guide-book says it is very bad,” he 
And he looked despondent, 
a clean table-cloth and a 
crisp roll of bread before him, until the 
soup steamed under his nose. His face 

the odor, grew radiant at 
the flavor, and long before we reached 
the roast 
his satisfaction with Spanish cookery. 
With the 


full of summer fire, and the tongues of 


persisted. 


even with 


brightened at 


pullet and salad he expressed 


dessert came a vino rancio, 


From the 
the Paris Exposition we 
lly into politics, and, being 
on Spanish soil, discussed France and 
the Mexican The French 
officer was silent and annoyed: he was 


the company were loosened. 
weather and 
leaped bol 


business. 


a pleasant fellow, and I, for one, hada 
little sympathy with his annoyance, but 
I could not help saying that all Ameri- 
cans (except the Rev. ) considered 
the action of France as an outrage and 
an impertinence, and were 
with her miserable failure. 


satisfied 
The Span- 
ish passengers nodded and smiled. 

I should not have spoken, had I fore- 
seen one consequence of words. 
The German snatched the reins of con- 
versation out of our hands, and dashed 
off at full speed, trampling France and 
her ruler under his feet. At the first 
pause, I said to him, in German: 
“Pray don’t be so violent in your ex- 


my 


pressions,—the gentleman beside me is 
a naval officer.” But he answered: “I 
don’t care,—I must speak my mind, 
which I could not do in Paris. France 
has been the curse of Spain, as well as 
of all Europe, and there will be no 
peace until we put a stop to her preten- 
sions!” Thereupon he said the same 
thing to the company; but the Span- 


By-Ways of Europe. 


499 


iards were too politic to acquiesce open- 
ly. The officer replied, “ France has not 
injured Spain, but, on the contrary, has 
protected her!” and he evidently had 
not the slightest suspicion that there 
was anything offensive in his words. 
The Spaniards still remained silent, but 
another expression came into their 
eyes. It was time to change the sub- 
ject; so the principle of non-interven- 
tion, in its fullest, most literal sense, 
was proposed and accepted. A 
Majorcan gentleman distributed ci; 

his daughter, with her soft, meledious 
voice, was oil to the troubled waters, 
and before midnight we were all equally 
courteous and cosmopolitan. 

Of the four ensuing hours I can give 
no account. Neither asleep nor awake, 
hearing with closed eyes, or seeing with 
half-closed senses, one can never after- 
wards distinguish between what is seen 
and what is dreamed. This is a state 
in which the body may possibly obtain 
some rest, but the mind becomes inex- 
pressibly fatigued. One’s memory of 
it is a blurred sketch, a faded daguerre- 
otype. I welcomed that hour when 

“The wind blews cold 

While the morning doth unfold,” 

for it blew away this film, which usurped 
the place of the blessed mantle of sleep. 
Chill, even here in African Spain, where 
the pale pearl of the dawn foretold a 
burning noon, and where, in May, the 
harvests were already reaped, the morn- 
ing brightened; but we were near the 
end of the journey. At sunrise, the 
towers of Giron fast and firm 
over the misty level of the shimmering 
olive-groves ; then the huge dull mass 
of the cathedral, the walls and bas- 
tions of the hill-forts, which resisted a 
siege of seven months during the Pen- 
insular war, and finally the monoto- 
nous streets of the lower town, through 
which we drove. 

The industrious Catalans were already 
awake and stirring. Smokes from do- 
mestic hearths warmed the cool morn- 
ing air; cheerful noises of men, ani- 
mals, and fowls broke the silence; 
doors were open as we entered the 
town, and the women were combing 


stood 
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ng their black hair in the shad- the red and rocky hi 


ows within. At the post some brown to garden-terraces, how the 


g 
crooms lounged about the door. A _ were pruned into health 
priest passed,—a genuine Don Basilio, tiveness, how the wheat s 

i sown and shovel-hat; and that it rolled but 
grooms looked after breeze, I forg 

sir meues into their Seville, and 
an irreverent gri- to the strong 
went at Perpignan came fields of C 
into my mind; I winked at the fellows, The 
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y clear idea wherefore, 


ut «sway, 
expressed something, for class, and 


laugh and repeated 
lower town seemed to be of im- 
h. Once out of it, a superb 

of plane-trees received us, at 
of which was the railway-sta- 
In another hour the train would 
eave for Barcelona. Our trunks must 
2 again examined. When I asked the 
reason why this annoying regulation, ob- 
solete elsewhere in E pe, is here re- 
tained, the Spaniards gravely informed 
hat, if it were abolished, a great 
many peo] Id be thrown out of 


employment. 

pay for tl 

constantly 

There was a café attached 

tion, and I advised my fellow-passen- 
gers to take a cup of the delicious ropy fountains ‘“i’ the 

chocolate of Spain, after which one ac- machine-shops full of grimy 


cepts the inevitable more patiently. succeed e€ach other in a curik 
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noon. In a few minutes the scattered 
suburban blocks are left behind, and 
we enter the belt of villas, with their 
fountained terraces and tropical gardens. 
More and more the dark red earth 
shows through the thin foliage of the 
olives, as the hills draw nearer, and it 
finally gives color to the landscapes. 
The vines covering the levels and lower 
slopes are wonderfully luxuriant; but 
we can see how carefully they are culti- 
vated. Hedges of aloe and cactus di- 
vide them ; here and there some under- 
ground cavern has tumbied in, letting 
down irregular tracts of soil, and the 
vines still flourish at the bottom of the 
pits thus made. As the plain shrinks 
to a valley, the hills on either side 
ascend into rounded which 
begin to be dark with pine forests ; 
villages with 


summits, 


square, church- 
towers perch on the lower heights ; 
cotton-mills draw into their service the 
scanty waters of the river, and the 
appearance of cheerful, thrifty labor 
increases as the country 
rougher. 


I rown 


becomes 


All this time the serrated mountain 
is drawing nearer, and breaking into 
a wilder confusion of pinnacles. It 
stands alone, planted across the base 
of a triangular tract of open country, — 
a strange, solitary, exiled peak, drift- 
ed away in the beginning of things 
from its brethren of the Pyrenees, and 
stranded in a different geological peri- 
od. This circumstance must have long 
ago impressed the inhabitants of the 
region, —even in the ante-historic ages. 
When Christianity rendered a new set 
of traditions necessary, tne story arose 
that the mountain was so split and 
shattered at the moment when Christ 
breathed his last on the cross of Cal- 
vary. This is still the popular belief ; 
but the singular formation of Mont- 
serrat, independent of it, was sufficient 
to fix the anchoretic tastes of the early 
Christians. It is set apart by Nature, 
not only towering above all the sur- 
rounding heights, but drawing itself 
haughtily away from contact with them, 
as if conscious of its earlier origin. 

At the station of Martorel I left the 
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train, and took a coach which was in 
waiting for the village of Collbatd, at 
the southern base of the mountain. My 
companion in the cougé was a young 
cotton-manufacturer, who assured me 
that in Spain the sky and soil were 
good, but the extresel (namely, the hu- 


man race) was bad. The interior was 
crowded with country women, each of 
whom seemed to have four large bas- 
kets. half an 


hour attempting to light a broken ci- 


I watched the driver for 
} 
! 


gar, and then rewarded his astonishing 
patience with a fresh one, whereby we 
Such a peaceful 
lay upon the landscape, the people 


were so cheerful, the laborers worked 


ne good friends. 


light 


so quietly in the vineyards, that the 
thought of a political disturbance the 
day before seemed very absurd. The 
which clothed the hills 
wherever their bony roots could find 


olive-trees, 


the least lodgement of soil, were of re- 
markably healthy and vigorous growth, 
and the regular cubic form into which 
they were pruned marked the climbing 
terraces with long lines of gray light, as 
the sun slanted across them. 

“You see,” said the Spaniard, as I 
noticed this peculiarity, “the exzresol is 
a little better in this neighborhood than 
elsewhere in Spain. The people cut 
the trees into this shape in order that 
they may become more compact and 
produce better; besides which, the fruit 
is more easily gathered. In all those 
orchards you will not find a decayed 
or an unhealthy tree; they are dug up 
and burned, and young ones planted in 
their place.” 

At the village of Esparaguerra the 
other passengers left, and I went on 
towards Collbaté alone. But I had 
Montserrat for company, towering more 
grandly, more brokenly, from minute to 
minute. Every change in the fore- 
ground gave me a new picture. Now 
it was a clump of olives with twisted 
trunks; now an aloe, lifting its giant 
candelabrum of blossoms from the edge 
of a rock; now a bank of dull vermilion 
earth, upon which goats were hanging. 

he upper spires of the mountain dis- 
appeared behind its basal buttresses of 
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gray rock, a thousand feet in perpendic- 
ular height, and the sinking sun, as it 
crept westward, edged these with sharp 
lines of light. Up, under the tremen- 
dous cliffs, and already in shadow, lay 
Collbaté, and I was presently set down 
at the gate of the Josada. 
Don Pedro, the host, came forward 
to meet an 
r, sitting on the steps, rose up 
In the entrance 
ainted in large letters on 
the wall, the words of St. Augustine: 
ass In MECESSA Ss ul nitas , in adubits liber- 
tas; in omnibus, caritas.” 


sayings are 


1 welcome me, and his pretty 
and dropped a salute. 
hall I read, | 


1] 
ll, 


(If these 
sot St. Augustine’s, some- 
Veri- 
must be a 
no sooner comfort- 


body will be sure to correct me.) 
ly, thought I, Pedro 
character.. I 


Don 
had 
ably seated myself in the doorway to 
contemplate the exquisite evening land- 
scape, which the Mediterranean bound- 
ed in the distance, and await my sup- 
per, than Don Pedro his 
daughter to bring the guests’ book, 
and then betook himself to the task of 
running down a lean chicken. In the 
record of ten years I found that Ger- 
mans were the most frequent visitors ; 
Americans appeared but thrice. One 
party of the latter registered themselves 
as “gentlemen,” and stated that they 
had seen the “ promanent points,” — 
which gave occasion to a later English- 
man to comment upon the intelligence 
of American gentlemen. The host’s 
daughter, Pepita, was the theme of 
praise in prose and raptures in poetry. 
“ Are you Pepita?” I asked, turning 
to the girl, who sat on the steps before 
me, gazing into the evening sky with 
an expression of the most indolent hap- 
piness. I noticed for the first time, and 
admired, her firm, regular, almost Ro- 
man profile, and the dark masses of 
real hair on her head. Her attitude, 
also, was very graceful, and she would 
have been, to impressible eyes, a phan- 
tom of delight, but for the ungraeeful 
fact that she inveterately scratched her- 
self whenever and wherever a flea hap- 
pened to bite. 
* “No, sefior,” she answered; “I am 
Carmen. Pepita was married first, and 


ordered 
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then Mariquita. Angelita and mysel 
are the only ones at home.” 

“ T see there is also a poem to Ange- 
lita,” I remarked, turning over the last 
leaves. 

“QO, that was a poet!” said she,—“a 
funny man! Everybody knows him: 
he writes for the theatre, and all that 
is about eggs which Angelita 
fried for We can’t understand 
it all, but we think it’s good-natured.” 

Here the mother came, not as duen- 
na, but as companion, with her distaff 
and spindle, and talked and span until 
I could no longer distinguish the thread 
against her gray dress. When the 
lean chicken was set before me, Don 
Pedro announced that a mule and guide 
would be in readiness at sunrise, and I 
could, if I chose, mount to the topmost 
peak of San Geronimo. 


some 
him. 


In the base of 
the mountain, near Collbatdé, there are 
spacious caverns, which most travellers 
feel bound to visit; but I think that 
six or seven caves, One coal mine, and 
one gold mine are enough for a life- 
time, and have renounced any further 
subterranean researches. Why delve 
into those dark, moist, oppressive 
crypts, when the blessed sunshine of 
years shows one so little of the earth 
and of human life? Let any one that 
chooses come and explore the caverns 
of Montserrat, and then tell me (as peo- 
ple have a passion for doing), “‘ You 
missed the best!” The best is that 
with which one is satisfied. 

Instead of five o’clock, when I should 
have been called, I awoke naturally at 
six, and found that Don Pedro had set 
out for San Geronimo four hours before, 
while neither guide nor mule was forth- 
coming. The old woman pointed to 
some specks far up in the shadow of the 
cliffs, which she assured me were travel- 
lers, and would arrive with mules in fif- 
teen minutes. But I applied the words 
in dubits libertas, and insisted on an 
immediate animal and guide, both of 
which, somewhat to my surprise, were 
produced. The black mule was strong, 
and the lank old Catalan shouldered 
my heavy valise and walked off without 
a murmur. The sun was already hot; 
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commemoration of so many miracles, 
the Count founded the monastery. 

At present, the monks retain but a 
fragment of their former wealth and 
power. Their number is reduced to 
nineteen, which is barely enough to 
guard the shrine, perform the offices, 
and prepare and bless the rosaries and 
articles of devotional traffic. I 


other 


visited the 
, 
it 


church, courts, and corri- 
dors, but took no pains to get sight of 
the miraculous statue. I have already 
seen both the painting and the sculp- 
ture of St. Luke, and think him one 
of the worst artists that ever existed. 
Moreover, the place is fast assuming a 
secular, not to say profane air. There 
is a modern restaurant, with bill of fare 
and wine list, inside the gate, ticket- 
office for travellers, and a daily omnibus 
to the nearest railway station. Ladies 
in black mantillas lounge about the 
court-yards, gentlemen smoke on the 
balconies, and only the brown-faced 
peasant pilgrims, arriving with weary 
feet, enter the church with an expres- 
sion of awe and of unquestioning faitl 
The enormous wealth which the mon- 
astery once possessed — the offering of 
kings — has disappeared in the vicissi- 
tudes of Spanish history, the French, 
in 1811, being the last pillagers. Since 
then, the treasures of gold and jewels 
have not returned ;.for the crowns of- 
fered to the Virgin by the city of Bar- 
celona and by a rich American are of 
gilded silver, set with diamonds of paste ! 
I loitered for hours on the narrow 
terraces around the monastery, con- 
stantly finding some new and strange 
combination of forms in the architec- 
ture of the mountain. The bright sil- 
ver-gray of the rock contrasted finely 
with the dark masses of eternal box, 
and there was an endless play of light 
and shade as the sun burst suddenly 
through some unsuspected gap, or hid 
himself behind one of the giant ten-pins 
of the summit. The world below swam 
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in dim red undulations, for the color of 
the soil showed everywhere through 
its thin clothing of olive-tree In hue 
as in form, Montserrat had ..0 fellow- 
ship with the surrounding region. 

The descent on the northern side is 
far less picturesque, inasmuch as you 
are perched upon the front seat of an 
omnibus, and have an excellent road — 
a work of great cost and labor — the 
whole way. But, on the other hand, 
you skirt the base of a number of the 
detached pillars and pyramids into 
which the mountain separates, and gain 
fresh pictures of its remarkable struc- 
ture. There is one isolated shaft, visi- 
ble at a great distance, which I should 
judge to be three hundred feet in 
height by forty or fifty in diameter. 
At the western end, the outline is less 
precipitous, and here the fields of vine 
and olive climb much higher than else- 
where. In an hour from the time of 
leaving the monastery, we were below 
the last rampart, rolling through dust 
in the hot valley of the Llobregat, and 
tracing the course of the invisible road 
across the walls of Montserrat, with a 
feeling of incredulity that we had really 
descended from such a point. 

At the village of Montrisol, on the 
river, there is a large cotton factory. 
The doors opened as we approached, 
and the workmen came forth, their day’s 
labor done. Men and women, boys and 
girls, in red caps and sandals, or bare- 
headed and barefooted, they streamed 
merrily along the road, teeth and eyes 
flashing as they chatted and sang. 
They were no pale, melancholy factory 
slaves, but joyous and light-hearted 
children of labor, and, it seemed to me, 
the proper successors of the useless 
idlers in the monastery of Montserrat. 
Up there, on the mountain, a system, 
all-powerful in the past, was swiftly dy- 
ing; here, in the valley, was the first 
life of the only system that can give a 
future to Spain. 
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DINNER 
A LETTER TO 


S° you did not enjoy your first Phi 
~J Beta dinner, dear Tom, because 
you were afraid all the time that the 
new members would be toasted, and 
then “ the fellows” had said you must 
reply for them. That is a pity. As, 
after all, the fellows were not toasted, 
it is a great pity. I am glad you write 
to me about it, however, and now it is 
for me to take care that this 
happens to you again. 


never 


I will tell you how to be always 
ready. I will tell you howI do. 

My first Phi Beta dinner was, like 
yours, my first public dinner. It was 
on the day, which this year everybody 
remembered who was old enough, 
when Mr. Emerson delivered his first 
Phi Beta oration at Cambridge. How 
proudly he has the right to look back 
on the generation between, all of which 
he has seen, so much of which he has 
been! Well, he is no older this day, 
to all appearance, than he was then, — 
and your uncle, my dear boy, though 
older to appearance, is not older in 
reality. What is it dear G 
sings,— who sat behind me that early 
day at Phi Beta? 


()-—— 


** When we ’ve been there ten million years, 

Bright shining as the sun, 

We 'll have more days 
To sing God’s praise, 

Than when we first begun !” 
Remember that, my dear oldest neph- 
ew, as the ten million years go by, — 
and, remembering it, keep young or 
grow young. 

Mr. Emerson was young, I say, — 
and I. We were all young. 

Mr. Edward Everett was young. 
He was then Governor, — and, I think, 
presided, certainly spoke, at that Phi 
Beta dinner. By the almanac he must 
have been that year forty-five years 
old, — just as old, dear Tom, as some 
other people are this year by the 
almanac. He had been pretty much 
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everything, had gone most every- 
where, had seen almost all the people 
that were worth seeing, and remem- 
bered more than all the rest of us had 
forgotten. And he was very young. 
To those who knew him he always was. 
The day he died he was about the 
youngest man in most things that I 
knew. 

And so it happened that he made 
the first dinner speech that I remem- 
ber. We were all in the South Com- 
mons Hall of University, now used 
as somebody’s lecture-room, say, ata 
guess, Professor Lovering’s. And he 
gave some charming reminiscences of 
Charles Emerson, brother of the phi- 
losopher, too early lost, and every- 
where loved, — and then, speaking of 
the oration of the day, and of the 
new philosophy to which it belonged, 
and of which the orator was, is, and 
will be the prophet, he said, in his 
gracious, funny, courtly, and hearty 
way, that he always thought of its 
thunders as he did of the bolts of 
Jupiter himself;! Could one have com- 
plimented an orator more than to com- 
pare him to Jupiter? And then he 
went on to verify the comparison, by 
quoting the description, — 

“Tres imbris torti radios, tres nubis aquosz 

Addiderant, tres rutili ignis, tres alitis Austri,” — 


and translated the words for his pur- 

pose, — 

“Three parts were raging fire, and three the whelm- 
ing waves ! 


But three were thirsty cloud, and three were 
empty wind !” 


Ah well, my boy! You do not re- 
member what all the world, except a 
few of the elect, then said of “ Tran- 
scendentalism.” So you cannot imag- 
ine the scream of fun and applause 
which saluted this good-natured anal- 
ysis of its thunder. 

And I,—I was delighted at this 
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quotation. Should I ever swer? Not Tityrus certainly! No. 

g my capping lines to such a mar- Nor A®neas’s nurse certainly, for she 
> Here was a hit as cood as the went overboard,—bad luck to her 
us j mentary torts, which —or was she buried decently ? Bad 
so precious to us i 2 1.0. H. omen that! But—yes! certainly — 


Harvard Union. Should I. what better than the thunderbolts of 


lay when I Jove? Steam-navigation forever, — 
, Witty, and Robert Fulton, Marquis of Worcester, 
madman in the French bec l 


heave nh sec ured tor service of 
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old 
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not 
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and East and West,” 
“ whose 


another army,” — 
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elements of 


this 
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such various 


and wisdom, 


hen I 
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army, wl think of it, — 


more to-day, sir, when I see 
~present it 
I think 


another 
Manly 
of the 
Allen 
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in 
of 
coming trom yeasty waves 
Ethan 
cloudy t 


— of 


outstretched ape, — of 


descending from the 


Green Mountains Knox, 


an lh] 
aha VICK 


sweaty 
hot furnace work 


from the 


of Salisbury, where 


tores of war,’ 


1eeting at the same moment with 
Mo gans, and Marions, 

Ww. ashi from the distant 
South, always seems to 
me prefigured thunderbolt 
which the Cyclops forged for Jupiter. 


and the 


one ington 


—this army 


to be the 
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You see, dear Tom, these audiences 


good-natured, and by no 


of ape’ version. 


only time I was ever at 


en on the P] 


ins, long 
4 


ir, you know, when to 


did 


why 


mind it seem as 


reason we were 


mutual 
1en poor 


pretence for 


neratulation, I remember wl 
Pender; to represent 


science, (1 e in the tele- 


if 
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came to my relief like an inspiration. 
I got round to the Flag. 
member 


graph business,) the dear old 
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safe General 
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stitution,” 
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“ Does it seem too much to say 
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poetry, 
court of 
ages beyond 
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be armies 
Praetorian 
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ven- 
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that, with the divine instinct of 
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even 
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the smiles the rage of the very 
breeze of Heaven. 


red of the fiery 


are tossed together, 


in 


in 


‘Three parts of white the crested bill 


Three parts of blue heavens the 


sent, 
th these we 


Three parts of fiery red 


born wind across the world they 


And on the free- 


You 


nephew, 


are dear 
to 
sistory which the Pope held at Somer- 
ville, when for thought 
that had 
recognized fact 
does make them one, and were willin; 
to to the | 


stead of they 


not old enough, 
remember 


my 


the great con- 


a moment he 


churches of the world 


that U 


the 


nion which in 


offer one front evil, 


yom Ns al 7° 
fighting, as always 


done, on ten thousand hooks 


You understand, it was not this 
pope, Pius IX. It 
came after Gregory 
Pius IX. Well, at that immense din- 
ner-table, which had been built on the 
plan of John O ’Groat’s, so that each of 


own. 
} 


vas tne 


pope who 
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the eleven thousand six hundred and 
thirty popes present might sit at the 
head, —I was fortunate enough to be 
appointed to represent the Sandema- 
nian clergy, — the only body, as I will 
venture to say to you, which really pre- 
serves the simplicity of Gospel institu- 
in the least carries into our 
own time the spirit and life of funda- 
mental Christianity. Now you may im- 
agine the difficulty of speaking on such 
an occasion. I had thought it proper 
to speak in Latin. The difficulty was 
not so much in the language as in 
what to say, that one might be at once 
brave as a Sandemanian, and at the 
same time tolerant, and catholic as a 
Christian. Now it is not for me to say 
how well I acquitted myself. If you 
want to see my speech, you had better 
look in the Annales de Foi ; and, if it is 
there, you will certainly find it. I did 
not think it amiss, certainly, that I was 
able to close by comparing the great 
agencies which the United Church 
would be able to employ to the thun- 
derbolt itself. 
bishops 


tions, or 


We had there present 
from England of perpetual 
rain, from Sitka of perpetual cloud, 
from the eternal fires of the torrid zone, 
and from the farthest south of Pata- 
gonia. When we selected our sacred 
twelve, it was easy for us to take them, 
as if we were forging thunders. 


* Tres imbris torti radios, tres nubis aquosz 


Addiderant, tres rutili ignis, tres alitis Austri,’ 


Now, my dear Tom, I am sure my 
needs no moral. Of course I 
do not think you had better start in 
life with my quotation. To tell you 
the truth, I am still young. I am a life- 


lesson 
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member of many societies, and, as they 
outlive other usefulness, the more fre- 
quently do they dine together. I may 
therefore have some other occasion 
when I may be reminded of the Cy- 
clops. But if, at your dinner, I had 
happened to be called upon, I think, — 
I do not know, but I think that, seeing 
such men as you describe, I should 
have been irresistibly led to consider 
the varied gifts which the University 
every year scatters over the land, and 
the exquisite harmony by which, from 
such different callings, different homes, 
and different destinies, they unite in 
the merriment or in the wisdom of her 
festivities. The men of practice who 
have been taming the waterfall, and 
made it subservient; the men of the 
gentle ministries of peace, whose bless- 
ings distil upon us like the very dews 
of heaven ; and the men of the spo- 
ken word, — of the spirit of truth, of 
which, like the wind itself, no man 
knoweth whence it cometh or whither 
it goeth, — these, and the men of war 
who have passed through its fires to 
give us the free America of to-day, all 
Surely in such a 
have reminded 


were around 
union I should 


you. 
been 
of the divine harmony by which ele- 
ments the most 
into the bolts of Jove. 


diverse were welded 


“ Tres imbris torti radi 


Addiderant, tres rutili ig 


Three parts like dews from heaven, three f 


the wave-beat shore, 
Three from the 


from blood-red war.” 


soft-win 


Always, dear Tom, your affectionate 
uncle, 


FREDERIC INGHAM. 
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REVIEWS AND 


Champagne Country. By ROBERT 
New York: Hurd and Hough- 


THE fear, or hope, that photography will 
supersede tourists, and at last take travel 
out of literature, scarcely concerns this 
admirable book and the books of its kind. 
The class is as yet small, but it increases ; 
and it is probable that in travel, which is a 
sort of contemporary history, there will be 
more and more works devoted to a single 
phase of European life, as studied in a 
particular city or province ; just as, in the 
history of 
the illustr 


vast, the tendency is toward 
n of certain periods, or even 
episodes, in the lives of nations. 

The topic Mr. 
is the manufacture of champagne wines ; 
but his book i 
Rheims and the adjacent country, as he 
knew it during 


chief Tomes discusses 


also descriptive of life in 


residence in that 
it is only when the 


two years’ 
ancient city. Indeed, 


reader remembers his former ignorance of 


every concerning champagne, except- 
i le and flavor, that he 
instructive Mr. 
pages In them 
an intelligent sympathy follows the grape 


ing its pop and s] 


ow thoroughly 


real 


Tomes’s agreeable are. 


through all the processes of its change to 
wine ;— through the vintage, when it is 
gathered by the yeomen of La Champagne, 
own land, and sold to the great 

rds of Rheims; through the 


on of its juice in presses obedient 


from thei: 
champagne 
expres 
to the trained and sensitive touch of hands 
which give neither more nor less strength 
than is adequate to the extraction of the 
most ce 
of its 
second in bottles ; through its “ marriage’ 
with the kindred juices, whose united off- 
champagne; through the crisis 
is doctored with the cordial that 
bestows a life-long sweetness ; through its 
final corking and sale in every civilized 
country. As Mr. Tomes’s style is light 
and easy, and as he has a quick, unforced 
sense of humor, his information is as de- 
lightful as it is honest. He counts nothing 
alien to him that concerns champagne, and 
he sketches with a pleasant and graphic 
touch the champagne lords and their his- 
with the great Clicquot 


icate flavor ; through the season 
fermentation in casks, and its 


nrst 


spring is 
f 3 
when it 


tory, beginning 
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(whose widow, after inheriting him so many 
years, died only the other day), and bring- 
ing down list with the Heidsiecks, 
the Roederers, Moét Chandon, the 
Mumms, and De St. but 
not least of the great champagne houses. 


the 
and 


Marceaux, last 


As appears from their names, most of these 
are Germans, and, according to Mr. Tomes, 
most of the business of Rheims is conduct- 
ed by Germans, who far excel the French 
in capacity for commerce. They are the 
agents and chief clerks even in French 
houses; it is some German of enormous 
physique and iron constitution who is se- 
lected as commis-voyageur to sell the wines 
and attract custom, by pouring them out 
and convivially drinking them wherever he 
goes. Mr. Tomes’s conviction is, that this 
commercial traveller leads a difficult and 
precarious life, for he cannot eject the wine 
when once taken into the mouth, as is the 
custom ot the more fortunate dealers in sell- 
ing to buyers at the manufactories. 

t is around the wine-trade, the great cen- 
tral feature of life in Rheims, that Mr. Tomes 
groups notices of the city’s minor traits, and 
gossips of its cathedral and ecclesiastical 
history, its picturesqueness, its antiquities, 
its dulness, its contented and prosperous 
ignorance, its luxury and depravity. His 
pictures are always artistic, and have an 
air of fidelity, and we may believe that they 
reflect with sufficient truth provincial society 
under the second French Empire. Society 
it is not, of course, in our sense, and per- 
Many 
of its characteristics are those common to 


haps civilization is the better word. 


all Latin Europe, —a religion and an athe- 
ism alike immoral, an essential rudeness 
under a polished show of good-breeding, 
an inviolable conventionality, and an un- 
bounded license. But to these the Em- 
pire has added some traits of its own, — an 
intellectual apathy to be matched nowhere 
else, a content and pride in mere material 
success, an enjoyment of none but sensual 
delights. The government seems to have 
besotted the provinces in the same degree 
that it has corrupted Paris. 

Mr. Tomes treats an unworn topic with 
freshness and authentic skill, and we wel- 
come his bright and candid book as a more 
contribution to literature than 
most contemporary novels and poems. 


valuable 
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